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His  MAJESTY’S  Servants, 

ATT  HT 
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To  the  Honourable, 
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Colonel  TIPPING, 


_  O  u  may  pleafe  to  remember, 
when  I  had  the  Honour  to  be 
JL  in  your  Company  laft,  at  Sown- 
defs  ;  part  of  our  Difcourle  was  upon 
Dedications.  I  believe  you  did  not  then 
apprehend  the  Danger  fo  near.  But,  this 
Play  being  kindly  receiv’d  by  the  Audi¬ 
ence.)  I  hope  it  will  not  meet  with  a  worfe 
Fate  ,  when  it  claims  your  Protection. 
You  have  known  me  from  my  Childhood, 
and  my  Inclination  to  'Poetry  ;  and’tis  from 
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The  Fpijlle  Dedicatory. 

the  Happinefs  of  that  Acquaintance,  I  pre¬ 
fume  to  make  lb  Worthlefs  an  Offerilg. 
This  alio,  joyn’d  with  your  Good  Hu¬ 
mour,  fecures  me  from  the  Severity  of  your 
Judgment,  which  gives  you  Power  to  be 
the  greateffc  of  Criticks.  I  need  not  tell 
England,  how  muck  you  have  always 
Serv’d  your  Country  ;  fince  that  would  be 
like  Proclaiming  it  to  be  Light  at  Noon¬ 
day.  I  know,  all  Witty  Men,  elpecially 
your  felf,  hate  any  thing,  that  tends  to¬ 
wards  Flattery  ;  therefore  I  fhall  only  in 
Sincerity  teU  you  :  l  am, 

Cv £  Jl  1  a  '--J  x.  i  d f  1 J  fa.  X.  P..  .. «.  fi  4- 1. 
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'Your  very  Humble ,  and 
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i ,  weft  Obliged  Servant, 


MARY  PIX. 


iWc  EPS, 
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PROLOGUE? 

Spoken  by 

Mr.  Penkethman ,  in  a  Prefs-mafter’s  Habit. 


WHat  Cheary  my  Lads  ?  Tgady  Pm  come  to  fay, 

Vll  prefs  to  Sea  all  thofefivho *  Damn  this  Play : 
Lord  !  how  our  Ship  might  here  he  Manned  to  day  ! 
Sea-fight sy  ’ tis  thought ,  won't  much  agree  with  thefe 
Whom  they  call  Wits,  and  left  with  Mealy  Beaus. 
Mayhaps  'twoidd  make  them  (link  ;  for,  every  Teary 
We  do  fit  go  to  drink  Punch,  and  take  French  Air. 

But  furey  the  Gentlewomen  are  at  refit y 
None  of  them  are  afraid  of  being  Prtfi. 

Well ,  how  the  Wind  here  ?  ••  St  ill. that  s  veering  roundy 
Like  your  Church-Weathercocks ,  on  Englifh  Groundy 
Then  hifs  it  goes  ;  0hy  thaPs  a  plaguy  Sound  : 

Igafi  V//  rvorfe  to  every  Adi  or' s  Eary 
Than  Frets  of  Wind  to  your  huge  Mops  of  Hair. 

For  thus'' your  Cri— -  Criticksjferw  Nine  Plays ,  in  Ten± 

W orfe  than  Jack  Frenchman  does  our  Merchant-men . 

Like  Pyrates  toOy  while  honefit  men  they  re  breakingy 
The  damned  Frejh-water  Sharks  are  rdt  worth  the  taking : 
Tet  tong  to  maul  thefe  fame  New  Plays  as  much 
As  wey  when  Homeward  boundy  to  take  a  Touch  ; 

0r}  as  Dubart,  to  fnap  his  Brother  Dutch. 

Tet  why  (houd  they  Hifs  Playsnot  worth  regarding  ? 

Do  we  Bombard  a  Town  not  worth  Bombarding  * 

Drolls  jportly  will  amufe  ye  at  the  Fair  : 

To  like  This,  think  your  j elves  already  there. 

As  for  you  Spruce  Gallant Sy  pray  be  rit  too  nice } 

But  (hew  you  can  Oblige  a  Woman  twice.  , 

The  Fir  ft  Time  {he  was  grave ,  as  well  (he  mighty 
For  Women  will  be  damrfd  fullcn  the  fir  ft  Night ; 

But  faith  y  they*  l  quickly  mendy  fo  be  n't  uneafie : 

To  Night  (he's  brisk ,  and  prys  New  Tricks  to  p/eafeye - , 
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SpQkenby;  Mrs.  Verbruggen, 
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OZ>R  Author,  by  me,  puts  up  her  humble  Pray’r, 
This  Farce,  t  his  Trifle  of  a  Play,  you'll  [pare. 

I'll  try  your  good  Nature  :  But,  oh  !  I  fear 
Tou  are  not  like  my  fond  Old  Husband  here. 

Then,  flrfl,  my  Character  who  will  admire  ? 

Some  will  think^it  too  cold",  others, too  JuU  of  Fire. 

I  dare  [wear  every  Spark  here  will  fay. 

Damn  it,  that  Curjed  Baulk^has  fpoiPd  the  Play- 
Then  the  Ladies  my  Staggering  wont  allow,  ■■d  ' 

They  l  cry.  Where’s  her  flriSl  Rules  of  Virtue  now  ? 

But  the  Ladies  arc  not  fo  ignorant  :  All  know 
The  Difference  'twixt  a  Spanifh  Husband,  and  a  Beau. 
With  Submiffioi’  our  An  hoe  fill  appears  ;  y 

Courts  your  Indulgence,  and  your  Judgment  fears  ■,  > 

laves  on  your  Smiles,  and  at  your  Frowns  dcfpairs.  ) 
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The  ACT  O  R  S  Names. 

Governor  off  A  merry  old  Lord,  that  has  travel’d,  ancf  gives  his 
Barcelona.  \  Wife  more  Liberty  than  is  ufual  in  Spain. 

Marquefs  of  c  ^  Teaious  Lord,  Gueft  to  the  Governor. 

Moncada.  1  J  ’ 

„  ...  S  A  Roman  Count, following  the  Marquefs’s  Lady,  as 

Camtllu*.  |  contrafted  to  her  before. 

Colonel  f  EngiiOj  Colonel. 

Peregrine .  (  ° 

Friar  Andrew^Ont  that  attends  the  Count. 

Hide  well*  £  Retain’d  by  the  Count. 

Diego.  Servant  to  the  Governor. 

The  WOMEN, 


The  Gover 
or’sn  Lady. 

brisk  and  airy  Lady. 

Elenora . 

Wife  to  the  Marquefs, 

SpjweU. 

£  Woman  to  the  Governor’s  Lady, 

Orada . 

■f  Woman  to  Elenora. 

SCENE,  BarceUom 
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THE 

Spanifh  Wives, 


ACT  I. 

Enter  the  Governour  of  Barcellona,  and  the  Marquefs 
of  Moncada. 

Govern,  1  ^Rithee,  my  Lord  Marquefs,  don’t  trouble  me 
I-'  with  thy  Jealous  Whims :  You  fay,  there  was 
Mafqueraders  laft  Night  under  the  Windows, 

- why  there  let  ’em  be  a  God’s  Name!  I  am  forry  ’twas 

fuch  a  cold  raw  Night  for  the  honeft  Lads.  By  the  Ho¬ 
nour  of  Spain,  if  I  had  heard  ’em,  I  wou’d  ha’  fent  the 
Rogues  a  Glafs  of  Malaga  to  warm  ’em. 

Marquefs.  O  Lard  !  O  Lard  !  I  fhall  run  mad  !  Sure,  my 
Lord  Gov  ernor,  your  Horns  will  exceed  the  largeft  in  the 

Palace-Hall. — - Oh  !  that  my  Wife  were  out  of  your 

Houfe,  and  Barcellona  !  Methinks  I  am  not  fecure,  tlio’  fire’s 
under  eleven  Locks. 

Gov.  By  my  Holy  Dame,  I  am  of  your  Mind :  I  don’t 
think  you  are  fecure. 

Marq,  How  !  Do  you  know  any  thing  to  the  con¬ 
trary  ? 
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The  Spanijh  tVives. 

Gov,  Why,  by  th’  Mafs,thisl  believe :  her  Head’s  at  work  : 
And,  I  dare  lay,  fhe  has  made  ye  a  Cuckold, 

Ip  Imagination,  with  every  Don  fhe  has  thro’ 

'Any Peep-Tidle  feeh,  fince your firft  Marriage.. 

Marq.  Oh  !  dam’  her !  dam’  her  ! 

Gov .  You’ll  never  take  my  Advice.  * 

Sings.]  — Give  but  a  Woman  her  Freedom  ilili. 

Then  {he'll  never  act  what's  ill : 

'Tts  crofting  her ,  mikesEer  have  the  Will. 

~ —  though  !  I  have  been  in  England - 

X  here  they  are  the  happieft  Husbands - 

LLa  Man  doesdiappen  to  be  a  Cuckold, 

Which,  by  the  way,  is  almoft  as  rare  as  in  Spain  : 

But,  I  fay,  if  it  does  fall-  out,  allhis  Wife’s  Friends 

Are  his ;  and  he’s  carefs’d, - nay,  Godfzooks,  many  times 

Rifes  to  his  Preferment  by  it. 

Marq.  Qh,  infufferable !  I  am  not  able  ,  to  bear  your  Di- 

fcourfe. 

E^nter  a  Country  Fellow c 

_  ....  a-f  i  J  1,-0/  *  JT  {•';[  JT  .  Tr>  f  4  »  fT'/sV  ^  -  'm  '  '  i 

;  v(;:.  't,  JJUJ  .  1  ■  '  » 8  A 

*  •—  A  Man  coming  from  my  Wife’s  Apartments, ! 

- - ^-Oh,  the  Devil  !  the  Devil  ! 

Gov .  I  fee  no  cloven  Foot  he  has. 

Marq.  No  ;*but  lie  is  one  of  his  Imps ;  a  Letter-Carrier. 

I  reatl  it  in  his  Face. 

•TiQov.  Oh!  I  begin  to  perceive  it  now,  — —here’s  the 
Superfcription  writ  in  his  Forehead  :  — — —  To  the 
Beauteous  Donna  Elenora,  Marchionefs 
Ofy  &c.  Ay,  ’tis  very  plain. 

Marq .  Well,  Governor,  thefe  Jeers  won’t  be  put  up  fo. 
Country  Fellow .  What  a  wannion  ails  ye,  trow  ?  What  do 
ye  mean  by  Letters  ?  Ich  am  no  Schollard  ;  my  Calling  is  to 
zell  Fruit;  and  zum  o’ the  •  Meads  o’ this  Ha ule  (  Meads  Ich 
think  ’em  )  beckon’d  in  ;  — —  I  zould  ’em  zum ;  and 
that’s  all  I  knaw. 

Gov _ 


The  Spanijh  Wives.  g 

Gov.  Ay,  honeft  Fellow,  I  dare  fwear  ’ds :  - why> 

if  thou  wert  a  Monkey,  he’d  be  Jealous  on  thee. 

Mary.  You  may  think  what  you  pleafe,but  I  fear  other  things. 
Therefore,  if,  as  aGuell,  you  will  let  me  have 
The  Freedom  of  your  Houle,  I’ll  take 
This  Fellow  in,  and  fearch  him. 

Gev.  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart. - Oh  thefe  Jealous  Fools  ! 

[Afide. 

Mitrq.  Come  along,  firrah ;  I’ll  look  as  much  as  in  thy  Mouth. 

Gov.  Ay,  for  fear  there  fhould  be  a  Note  in  a  hollow  Tooth. 

Count.  Fellorv.  Why,- - de  ye  zee,  as  for  matter  o’  that, — 

ye  ma’  look  in  my  A - - 

Gov.  Hold,  Beaft,  ’tis  a  Man  of  Quality  you  fpeak  to. 

Count.  Fell.  Zooks,  I  think  ’tis  a  Mad-man. 

Murq.  Come  your  Ways,  Impudence  ! 

Count.  Fell.  But,  Sir,  Sir, - muft  the  Meads  zerch  me, 

or  the  v.en  ?  * 

Marq.  I’ll  tell  you  prefently,ye  wanton  Rogue. 

[Exit .  driving  him  before  him. 

Enter  the  Governor's  Lady. 

% 

Gov .  How  now,  Tittup  ? 

Lady.  Morrow,  Deary. 

Gov .  Why,  Tittup ,  here  the  Marquefs  has  been  fretting, 

Fuming,  fwearing,  raging :  he  is  juft  Horn-mad  — - - 

Heark  ye,  Tittup ,  did  you  hear  any  Serenading  laft  night  ? 

'Lady.  Yes,  Deary ;  ’twas  the  English  Colloneito  me; 

You  are  not  angry,  Deary . 

Gov .  Not  I.  Sings. 

He  that  has  a  handfom  buxom  Wife, 

Mujl furely  be  always  pleafed  \ 

Blefi  with  a  p  leaf  ant  auiet  life 9 
And  never ^  never  reafed.  ? 

B  2  But 
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4  The  Spanifh  Wives. 

But  heark  ye,  Tittup,  that  EngTjb  Collonel 
Has  fuch  a  Lear,  fuch  a  Tongu$  fuch  a  Nofe, 

Such  a  - - -  have  a  care  on  him,  Tittup. 

'Lady.  I  warrant  ye,  Deary,  the  honeft  Freedom  you  allow 
Is  fufficient :  i’ll  never  go  farther. 

Y  u  know,  he  dines  here  to  day,  and  brings 
[is  v.ufick  to  entertain  us  in  the  Afternoon. 

-Gov.  Yes, "yes;  I  muff  difpatch  fome  bufinefs, 

To  be  ready  to  receive  him, - B’w’y tTittup  I 

Lady.  B \\7\q,  Deary :  Bufs,  before  ye  go. — — - - 

Gov.  (Jsjffes  her')  A  pies !  a  pies !  your  Kiffes  glow !  Fie, 
fie  !  I  don’t  love  ye.  Exit,  laughing. 

L  ady.  T  is  my  Collonel,  my  Peregrine ,  fets  my  Heart  on  fire ; 
And  gives  that  warmth  my  old  Husband  found 

Upon  my  Lips - But  then  fuch  a  Husband, - 

So  good,  fo  honeft,  preventing  every  Wifla.  — ~ — ■ 

— - Then  fuch  a  Collonel,  fo  handlome,  fo  young. 

So  charming,  - — : - Where’s  the  Harm  to  give  a  Worthy 

Begging  Stranger  a  little  Charity  from  a  Love’s  Store, 

When  the  kind  old  Governor  can  hever  never  mifs  it  ? 

>  Exit . 

. ..  ....  ^ 

SC  E  N  E,  a  Palace. 

Enter  Count  Camillus,  and  Friar  Andrew. 

Friar.  Well,  my  Lord  !  now  we  are  come  to  Barcelona, 
I  fear  this  Devil  of  a  Marquefs  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Camil.  How,  Father  Andrew,  defponding ! - ’Twas  but 

this  doming,  over  your  Malaga,  you  (wore  by  the  Eleven 
Thouf^jd  Virgins,  and  all  your  Catalogue  of  Saints,  you’d 
bring  my  Elenora  to  my  Arms. 

Friar.  And  by  Fifty  Thoufand  more,  fo  I  will,  if  it  be  pof- 
Cble :  If  not,  my  Oath  is  void :  You  know  the  Marquefs  hates 
me  heartily,  as  I  do  him,  because  once  he  caught  me  carrying 
your  Letter  to  his  Wife. 


Cam . 


The  Spanijh  Wives.  $ 

Cam.  For  the  good  Office,  I  think,  us’d  ye  moft  fcur- 
vU%. 

Friar.  Scurvily  !  bafely,  barbaroufly;  withput  refpeft  m 
thefe  (acred  Robes ;  tofs’d  me  in  a  Blanket ;  cover’d  me  with 
Filth  and  Duft;  and  fo  fent  me  by  force  to  our  Covent* 
For  which,  and  my  natural  Inclination  to  Cuckoldom,  I  have 
joyn’d  in  your  Attempts,  and  waited  on  you  to  Barcellona,  to 
be  reveng  d. 

Cam.  You  know  there’s  Juftice  in  my  Caufe,  — - - 

Elenora  was,  by  Contract,  mine,  at  Rome ; 

Before  this  old  iVarquefs  had  her.  And  cou’d  I  agen 
Recover  her :  I  don’t  queftion  but  to  get  Leave  of  hisHolinefs 
For  a  Divorce,  and  marry  her  my  felf. 

Friar.  Nay,  that’s  as  you  pleafe  ;  when  (he's  in  your  pof- 
feffion,  marry,  or  not,  ’tis  all  one  to  Father  Andrew  ;  it  never 
fhall  trouble  my  Confcience.  I  muft  own,  were  I  in  your 
Condition,  I  fhould  not  marry;  becaufe  daily  Experience 
fhows,  a  Wife’s  a  Cloy,  and  a  Miftrefs  a  Pleafure. 

Cam.  Well,  we’ll  difccurfe  that  when  we  have  the  Lady; 
and  in  the  mean  time,  good  Father,  be  diligent* 

Friar.  I  think  I  am  diligent ;  I  am  fure,  I  am  worn  to 
’tneer  Skin  and  Bone  in  your  fervice.  This  morning  I  found 
.for  ye  a  Mercury,  a  Letter-Carrier,  that  can  flip  thro’  a  Key¬ 
hole,  to  deliver  a  Billetdoux  to  a  fair  Lady, 

Cam.  I  wifli  he  were  return’d  ;  I  fear  fome  Misfortune  has 
befallen  him. 

Friar.  O  !  here  he  comes,  found  Wind  and  Limb  ! 

[ Enter  Hidewell  ( the  Country  Fellow  before. ] 

— —  So,  my  dear  Tool  of  Gallantry !  how  haft  thou  fped  ? 

Hidewell.  Gad,  the  hardeft  Task  I  ever  undertook.  - —  Sir, 

you  gave  me  five  Ducats, - as  Thope  for  Preferment,  and 

to  be  made  Pimp-mafter  general,  it  deferves  double  the, 
Sum. 


Spariijh  Wives. 


Cum.  Nor  fhalt  thou  fail  of  it,  Boy,  if  thou  haft  fuc- 

ceeded. 

Hu'erv.  Firft  then,  the  damn’d  old  jealous  Marquefs  caugfit 
me,  and  notwithftanding  iny  counterfeit  Speech  and  Simplicity, 
had  meamongft  his  Varlets,  to  be  fearch’d.  They  knew  his 
Cuftom,  and  no  fooner  enter'd,  but  they  flew  upon  me  like  fo 
many  Furies :  I  fear’d  it  had  been  to  tear  me  Limb  from 
Limb ;  but  it  prov’d  only  to  tear  my  Clothes  off ;  which 
was  done  in  a  twinkling,  and  I  left  as  naked  as  my  Mother 
bore  me  ;  whilft  the  old  Marquef-  grovel’d  all  over  my  habi¬ 
liments,  and  run  Pins  in ’em,  fo  thick,  that  a  poor  Loufewou’d 
not  have.’fcap’d  fpitting.  The  only  thing  which  pleas’d  me, 
was  to  obferve  a  Peep-hole  the  Maids  (knowing  this  to  be 
their  Maker’s  Searching-room)  had  made  ;  and  iometimes  one 
Eye,  fometimes  another,  viewing  my  Proportions. 

Cam.  But  had  you  any  Letter  ?  was  that  fafe  ? 

Satisfie  me  there. 

Hidew.  Pray  let  me  take  my  own  method. - — 

Nothing  being  found,  they  gave  me  again  my  Clothes, 

And  the  Marquefs  a  Ducat  for  my  Trouble  : 

Yet  I  had  a  Letter  — - 

Cam.  Which  thou  ingenioufly  fwailow’dft. 

Hide  w.  No;  which  I  more  ingenioufly  brought. 

Cam.  What,  in  thy  Hat? 

Hidew.  My  Hat  had  the  fame  fevereTryal. 

Cam.  Thy  Shoes - — 

Hidew.  They  pafs’d  the  fame  Scrutiny, —  impoflible  in  any 
of  them  to  hide  a  Scrip,  the  leaft  fhread  of  Paper. 

Cam.  How  then  ? 


Hidew.  My  Lord,  do  ye  obferve  this  Stick  ? 

Cam.  {viewing  it)  'Yes ;  ’tis  an  honeft  Crabtree-ftick - - 

I  fee  no  more  in  it. 

Friar,  {taking  the  Stick ,  and  gutting  on  his  Spectacles  to  view  it) 
Come,  come,  let  me  fee  it  ^  I  can  fmell  out  a  Note  that  comes 
from  a  fair  Hand  ;  ■  ■  By  St.  Dominick ,  here’s  neither 

Paper  nor  Writing  upon  it. 


Hidew. 
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Flidew.  Give  it  me.  ( He  unskrews  the  Ferrule  at  the  bottom , 
takes  out  the  Letter ,  and  gives  it  ro  Camillas.! 
Friar .  Thou  dear  Abftraft  of  Invention,  let  me  kifs  thee. 
Cam.  Excellent  Hidewell !  if  thou  wilt  ftay  with  me,  whilft 
I  am  in  Barcelona,  Eli  iatisfie  thy  utmoft  Wishes. 

Hiderv.  Vloft  willingly. 

Cam.  Here  Father,  here  dear  Confident !  Orada  writes  :  - 

That  the  tormented  Marquefs  has  remov’d  her 
From  tfiofe  Apartments  that  were  next  the  Streets, 

To.  fome  that  overlook  the  Gardens,  - thithef, 

She  fays,  my  Elenora  would  have  me  come  this  night ; 

And  if  they  can  find  a  place  to  ’fcaps  at, 

Before  the  Lodgings  are  better  fecur’d,  they  will  :  4 

If  not,  we  fhall  hear  of  them,  — - a  gentle  Whiftle 

Is  the  Sign. - Hidervelly  you  fhan’t  appear  in  this, 

Becaufe  if  feen,  you’d  be  known  agen. 

Friar.  Pray  let  me  go  :  Gad,  if  the  Bufinefs  fhould  be  done 
Without  my  Help,  I  fhou’d  take  it  very  ill. 

Cam .  Well,  well,  we’lin,  and confider  on’t.  Exeunt. 

Scene,  dram ,  and  difeovers  the  Governor  y  his  Lady ,  Collonel  Pere¬ 
grine,  fever  al  Gentlemen  and  "fadies. 


A  SONG. 


i. 


\  Las !  when  Charming  Sylvia’r  gone7 
JLjL  and  think  my  felf  undone : 
But  when  jt  he  lovely  Nymph  is  here , 

Vm  pleas'd,  yet  grieve  and  hopey  yet  fear ; . 
Thought lefs  of  all  but  her  1  rove ; 

Ah  !  tell  mey  is  not  this  to  love  ? 
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ii. 

Ah  me  '  what  Power  can  move  me  fo? 

I  dye  with  Grief  when  {he  ;nufi  go  ; 

But  I  revive  at  her  return  ; 

I  fmile ,  I  freeze,  I  pant,  I  burn  : 

Tran  forts  fo  frveet ,  fo  firong,  fo  new , 

Say,  Can  they  be  to  Friendfhip  due  ? 

III. 

Ah  !  no,  ’ tis  Love ,  ’ tis  now  too  plain , 

I  feel,  l feel  the  pleafing  Pain : 

For,  who  eyer  faw  bright  Sylvia’*  Eyes, 

But  rvifh'd,  and  longfd ,  and  was  her  Prize  ? 

UJods  !  if  the  Trueji  mufi  be  blejl , 

Oh  !  let  her  be  by  me  pojfefi. 

Collonel  Peregrine  and  the  Governor's  Lady  dance  ;  all  the  Time 

the  Governor  cries, - 

Ha  boy,  Tittup ! 

Well  done.  Tittup ! 

Ha  boy,  Tittup ! 

Gov .  The  Dance  done ,  he  goes  to  her, - -  You  are  hot,  you 

are  hot  Child. 

Lady.  A  little  warm. 

Gov.  Well,  Tittup ,  do  but  carry  thy  Body  fwimmingly, 
Without  tripping,  and  we’l  begin  a  Reformation 

In  Barce/lona ,  Ill  all  thou  go  thro’  Spain, - 

The  Ladies  lhall  live  like  Cherubims, - 

But  have  a  care,  Tittup,  have  a  care  of  a  faux  pas. 

Lady.  Fear  not,  Deary . 

Gov.  Come,  now  let’s  fit  down,  and  fee  the  reft  perform - 

Let  me  have  forne  lively  Songs  — — ~ 

[ Collonel  Peregri nz goes  to  fit  next  the  Governor's  Lady. 
— Hold,  Friend,  hold !  I  have  not  learnt  fo  much 
Of  your  Englijb  Fafhion  yet,  to  let  another  man 
Sit  by  my  Wife,  and  I  decently  keep  at^a  diftance. 

Coll.  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Sir. 

Gov, 
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Gov .  Nay,  — ~  <no  harm ; - ( Sings) 

If  an  old  man  has  a  beauteous  Treafure , 

Let  her  ( ing ,  and  dance ,  dW  without  meafure. 

And  then  foe' l  think  jf  no  other  Pleasure . 

CW.  Your  own,  Sir? 

Gov.  Ay,  ay  Boy ;  I  have  a  Thoufand  of  ’em 
In  a  day,  extempore. 

Col.  Is’t  poflible  ? 

Qpv.  Come,  now  I  ha’  done,  do  you  ftrike  up.  — — 

{Songs  and  Dances „  j 
The  Muftck  ended ,  ^  Servant. 

'Scrv.  My  Lord,  there  is  to  wait  on  your  Honour, - 

His  Excellency  the  Duke  Gonfalvo  de  Medina ,  de  Sidoni ,  «<?* 

GW.  Hold, bold,  enough,  enough, - -Where  is  he  ? 

Serv.  In  the  Hall  of  Ceremonies. 

Gov.  Gadfo  1  I  muft  go  to  him,  fit  you  merry, 

I’ll  be  with  y  ou  prefently .  Exeunt  all  but  Collonei  Peregrine, 

the  Cady,  and  Spywell. 

Cady.  Spyjvelly  ftand  at  yonder  Door,  and  give  me  informati¬ 
on,  as  foon  as  ever  my  Lord  comes  up  the  great  Stairs. 

Spywell.  I  will,  Madam. 

Col.  My  Angel !  by  Heaven  I  am  raging  mad ; 

Burnt  up  with  violent  Love. - Thy  Shape  - 

Thy  every  Motion  fires  me, - but  thy  Eyes - — . 

They  let  me  in  a  Blaze - Oh  1  I  muft  dye, 

Unlcfs  the  Cordial  of  returning  Kindnefs  lave  me  1 

L  ady.  Can  you  be  lb  Ungenerous  to  wrong  this  noble  Gove  A 
nor,  who  is  lb  fond  of  you,  and  even  dotes  on  me? 

Col.  He  wrong’d  thee  more,  when  he  condemn’d  thy  lovely 

Youth  to  wither’d  Saplefs  Arms. - Can  little  foolifh  Tricks 

Of  fondnefs  make  amends  for  Extafies,  Pantings, 

The  Joys  unutterable  of  vigorous  Love  ? 

Cady.  I  muft  not  hear  ye. 

Col.  You  muft, you  muft  —  I’ll,  kneeling, fix  Tenthcufand 
Burning  Kjffes  on  thy  Beaujgous  Hand  ; 

And  the  little  wantonGod  fwims  and  revels  in  thy  fpritely  Eyes. 

C  'Lady. 
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L«  dy.  Why  ami  fatten’d  here ! - too  Rigorous  Heaven  ! 

Take  from  this  wondrous  Stranger  his  Conquering  Charms, 

Or  give  me  more  Ihfenttbility !  - 

t 

Enter  Spy  well 

Spjw.  Madam,  my  Lord’s  upon  the  Stairs. 

L ady.  Away,  away ;  mark  what  I  lay,  and  keep  up  the 
Difcourfe. 

Colt.  This  is  but  living  upon  the  Rack  * 

You  might  contrive  a  better  Opportunity. 

I Jadj.  Peace,  and  oblerve.  — -  But  are  your  Ladies  then  fo  free 
And  yet  fo  innocent  in  England?  — — 

Gov.  i( peeking  ) - Gadfo, - they  are  together ;  tho’  I 

am  not  jealous,.  ’tis  convenient  to  hear  a  little  what  their  Con- 
verfation  is. 

ColK  - - Chafter  in  their  Thoughts  than  your  Nuns,  yet 

merrier  :  more  frollicktbme  than  your  Carnavals. 

L^/y*Very  pleatant  1  juft  fo  I  wou’d  live, - yet 

If  a  bold  encourag’d  W retch  once  offer’d  at  my  Honour, 

I  wou’d  not  ftay  to  ufe  my  Husband’s  Sword,  — —  but 
With  my  own  Hands  ftab  the  vile  Prefumer. 

Coll.  You  need  not,  Madam,  talk  of  Weapons  ;  your  Eyes, 
Tho’  they  roul  in  Fire,  yet  fhoot  chafte  Beams, 

And  fhow  your  Heart  as  cold  as  Ice. 

Gov.  So,  fc  ;  very,  very  well,  by  th’ JMafs  1 
How  is’t  my  Ganymede  o’ the  War,  who  look'ft 
Fitter  to  ftorm  Hearts  than  Towns.-— Yet, igad, you  Engl/fh  Boys 
Fear  not  their  pretty  Faces,  but  Fight  like  rugged  Romans, 

Or  the  old  rough  Gauls. 

Coll.  You  compliment  us,  my  Lord. 

Gov .  No  faith,  I  hate  ’em.  -— - Well,  Tittup,  are  ye 

aimoft  ready  for  your  Dinner  ? 

Lady.  When  you  pleafe,  Deary. 

Gov*  I  warrant  the  Marquefs  jjrou’d  not  ler  his  Wife  dine 
with  us.  for  the  King  of  Spains  next  Plate-Fleet, 
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\jtdy.  He  has  let  me  fee  her  but  once ; - -  when  1  offend 

it  again,  he  plainly  told  me,  my  Company  was  unfit  for  her  : 
- - —  rude  Brute ! 

Co/!.  To  us  who  have  been  bred  other  wife  it  teems  a  Miracle^. 
That  men  can  be  fo  barbarous  to  the  Fair  Sex. 

Gov.  But  i’ll  fet  ’em  an  Example,  if  Tittup  holds  her  Ground, 

- Come  along  — - ( Sings .) 

Merrily,  merrily  let1 s  fafs  our  Time , 

In  Freedom,  Joy  and  Plenty  : 

At  Sixty  appear  but  in  our  Prime, 

Whiljl  the  Thinking  Sot  is  .old  at  Twenty , 

Exeunt. 

— 

ACT  II. 

SCENE,  a  Chamber.  * 

Enter  Elenora  Marchionefs  of  Moncada,  and  Orada. 

Elen.  Doff  think  the  Meffenger  got  off,  Orada  ? 

Or.  Faith  I  know  not,  Madam, - I  thought  I  heard  the 

Marquefs’s  Voice  as  he  went  out. - The, Fellow  feem’d 

very  cunning.  — - — 

Elen.  All  his  Policy  but  little  would  avail  him, 

If  my  Husband  met  him,  - - by  Heaven 

>  ’Tis  kindly  done  of  Count  Camillas,  to  leave  his  Wealth, 

His  Palaces,  and  all  the  Pleafures  of  delightful  Rome , 

To  follow  wretched  me  to  Barcelona. 

I  am  a  thing  accurs’d  by  cruel  Guardians, 

For  my  Parents  dy’d  when  I  was  young;  they  wou’d  not  elfe 
“Sure  have%forc’d  me,  condemn’d  to  an  old  jealous 
Madman.  — —  I  faw  his  follies  and  his  Humors,  and  I  begg’d, 

C  2  Like 
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Like  a  poor  Slave,  who  views  the  Rack  before  him, - 

All  in  vain  *  they  were  inexorable, - fo  may  juft  Heaven 

Prove  to  them  in  their  greateft  need  ! 

Or.  This  is  a  melancholy  Thought,  Complaints  won’t  break 
Locks ;  we  niuft  fet  our  Wits  at  work  to  free  our  felves.  I 
have  fearch’d  the  Lodgings  round,  but  there’s  no  Paflage  ;  an 
imprifon’d  Moufe  could  fcarce  efcape. 

Elen.  But  prithee,  dear  Ordda ,  how  got  you  in  favour  with 
my  Lord  ?  He  us’d  to  hate  ye  abominably. 

Or.  True  ;  and  whilft  he  did  fo,  it  was  impoflible  for  me 

To  ferve  your  LadiQiip. - .So  I  wheel’d  about,  ■  - - 

Rail’d  at  you  and  all  your  Ways  moft  heartily, 

And  immediately  obtain’d  his  Grace. 

Elen.  Wou’d  that  do  ? 

Or.  Yes,  with  a  bantering  Letter  I  fhow’d  him,  pretending 
I  had  got  it  from  you  ;  and  a  long  Harangue  how  Wives  ought . 
to  hear  with  their  Husbands  Ears, Tee  with  their  Eyes*  and 
make  life  of  no  fenfe  without  Permiffiom.„  In  fine,  I  ra- 
vifh’d  him  with  my  Difcourfe,  till  he-threw  thofe  wither’d 
Sticks,  his  Arms,  about  me,  and  fwore  I  fhou’d  remain  his 
Heart’s  Joy. 

Elen.  'Tis  a  great  Point  gain’d,  you  mufr  wheedle  him  this 

Night  with  fome  Story, and  keep  him  in  the  Clofet - whilft 

I  watch  for  Camillas,  or  his  Agent, 

Or.  I  warrant  you,  Madam. 

Elen.  Orada ,  get  me  the  Song  I  love,  the  fucceeding  tedious ; 
Imprifon’d  Wretches  thus  count  the  fucceeding  Hours, 

And  groan  the  melancholly  Time  away. 


A  SONG- 
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A  SONG 


E  gone ,  he  gone ,  thou  Hagg  dejpair  ; 


Be  gone,  hack  to  thy  Native  Hell ; 
Leave  the  Bofom  of  the  Fair , 

Where  only  Joy  Jhou’d  dwell. 

Or  elfe ,  with  Mifers ,  willing  Revels  keep; 
Andfiretch  thy  wretched  Lids  from  Sleep * 
fora?  fo  gow?,  thy  hated  room 
Let  Hope, with  all  its  gentle  Blejfings, corner 
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(A  Nojjfe  of  unlocking  Doors?) 

~ - So  •  now  my  jay  lor  comes. 

Or.  Then  I’ll  obfcrvemy  Cue.  - - Come,  come  Madam, 

Youjnuft  not  complain. - Suppofeyour  Husband 

Kept  you  in  an  Oven,  or  a  Cellar,  you  ought  to  be  content  — 
I  fay,  — —  Wives  muft  fubmir. 

EL  Hold  thy  Tongue,  Impertinence ' - 

When  you  were  good  for  any  thing‘s  my  Husband 
Wou’d  not  let:  ye  come  at  me  :  now  he  has  brought  you 
To  his  turn,  I  muft  be  perpetually  plagu’d  with  you. 


Enter  the  Marquefs. 


Marq.  You  are  &  perpetual  Plague  to  me,  Tm  fare - * 

You  hate  every  body  that  tells  you  your  Duty. 

EL  Inhuman  Spaniard /  - - —  what  wouldft  thou  have  ? 

- - Am  I  not  immur’d,  buried  alive  ? 

Marq .  Yes,  yes ;  I  have  your  Body,  but  your  Heart  is  with 
the  young  Count  Camillm.  D’ye  blufh,  ye  Strumpet,  in  Ima¬ 
gination  r  — - Ye  Etoe. !  Dalilan  Devil  1  I’ll  let  out  that 

bounding  Blood. - *  Orada*-*- get  a  burgeon  to  talteaway 

fifty  ounces. 

CW  My  Lord,  you  are  not  mad  !  What !  have  a  Surgeon 
quiddling  her  white  Arm,  and  looking  Babies  in  her  Eyes  ! 

EL  Monfter  1  be  thy  felf  the  Butcher^  and.  let  .my  Heart’s 
Blood  out :  That  Gentleman  you  nam’d  has  Honour,  Truth, 
and  Virtue. 


Marq .  Thou  ly’fc,  falfe  Women  !  he’s  a  Rate, a  Hellhound,^ 
and  wallowing  now  in  Rome's  Brothels. 

Or.  I  could  contradict  him  if  I  durft.  (A fide-. 

Elen .  ( laughing  Perhaps  fo. 

Marq.  D’ye  fleer,  poyfcnous  Witch  ?  I  am  going  to  difpatch 
the  laft  Bufinefs  that  brought  me  to  Barcelona.  T  hen,  Minion, 
thou  (halt  be  immur’d  in  a  remote  Caftle, where  thou  fha’tnot 
lee  the  Face  of  Human-kind,  except  thy  Women,  and  when  I 
defign  tovifit  thee. 


Elen. 
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Elen .  Know  this,  and  let  it  gnaw  thy  Jealous  Heart : 

Thy  Vifits  will  be  my  fevereft  Punifliment. 

Mar q.  Watch  her,  Orada  ;  preach  thofe  Maxims  thy  Zeal^ 
for  me  fuggelts ;  let  her  not  have  Liberty  to  think. 

Or.  Fear  not ;  let  me  alone  to  teaze  her. 

Exit  Marque/},  locking  the  Doors  after  him „ 

Elen.  Ay, - make  all  faft - 

Iniufferable  Tyrant !  — — :  Come  Orada) 

Let’s  go  view  the  dear  place,  which  at 
;  Wiih’d-for  Night  brings  my  dear  Camillas  tome. 

Exeunt* 

S  C  EEN  Ey.  a  Hail. 

Enter  the  Marquefs*  v 

Marq.* Where’s  this  plaguy  Governor?  I  mtift  have  him 
with  me,  becaufe  ’tis  about  the  King’s  Bufinefs  ;  tho\  I  hate 
him  for  breaking  our  Spanifo  Cuftoms,  in  letting  his  Jilting 

Wife  have  fuch  Liberty. -  Ha!  here  (he  comes,: — — 

and  a  Spark,  with  her  ;  - I’ll  abieond,  and  fee  how  virtu- 

oufly  (lie  carries  her  felf. 


Enter  Collonel  Peregrine,  and  the  Governors  Eadj. 

L adj.  I  dare  not  flay,  —  my  Husband  thinks  I  am  gone  into 
my  Chamber ;  if  by  any  change  he  fhould  come  this  way,  all 
our  Hopes  are  ruin’d. 

Coil.  Were  he  by,  I’d  feal  my  Vows  upon  thy  melting  Lips. 

- Oh !  receive  my  Heart ;  it  flutters  near  thee,  and  ftruggles 

for  palTage.  '  ,  L 

L ady.  I  am  cover’d. o’er  with  Blufhes ! 

Marq.  {jifide^  peeping)' Confound  your  Modefty  i 


wer 


mine,  you  fhould  be  coyer’c  o’er  with  Blood. 


you 


Coll,  My  Life!  can’t  ye  contrive  fome  way  to  blefs  me? 
YourSe;  were  ever  mo  ft  ingenious  lucky  at  Invention. 
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'Lady.  Strppofe  you  pretended  a  Quarrel  in  Englmd,  ——for 
which'  you  were  purfu’d,  and  begg’d  Leave  to  hide  here.  ^ — 
.If  you  were  in  the  Houfe,  I  might  get  an  Opportunity  to  vi- 
iit  ye,  —  But  fure  you  would  not  be  fucha  naughty  man  to 
mine  me,  if  I  did. 

Col.  Not  for  the  World  • 

Lady.  I  wou’d  fain  love  ye,  and  preferve  my  Honour. 

Col.  That  ispreferv’d  whilft’tis  conceal’d:  The  Rofes  in 

your  Cheeks  will  only  wear  a  frefher  Die, - and  tliofe 

dear  Eyes  are uo  Tell-tales,  Love  will  make  ’em  fhine  and 
Jjparkle  more.  - - I’ll  put  your  Advice  in  execution. 

Lady.  I  muft  not  venture  on  another  moment.  — Farewell. 

f  Exeunt  fever  ally* 

Co!.  Farewell,  my  Bleffing. 

Enter  Maryucfs. 

Mary.  Oh  Women1  Women-  Women!  — They  arc  Cro¬ 
codiles,  they  are  painted  Serpents,  gilded  Toys,  difguisd 

Fiends,  - - But  why  name  I  thefe?  They  are  Women - 

juft  inch  another  is  my  Damfel  of  Darknefs  5  if  Fortune  wowd 

but  throw  a  handfom  Fellow  in  her  way. - -  Here  comes 

the  Governor,  Tinging,  I  warrant  ye, —  poor  Credulous  Fool, 

• - 1  cannot  but  laugh  —  ha,  ha,  he  ! 

( Enter  the  Governor  Ringing :  Let  her  have  her  will,  &c. 

- Hey  da !  I  am  glad  to  find  you  fo  merry.  Tis  as  great 

a  wonder  to  fee  you  laugh,  as  ’twouM  be  to  fee  me  cry  — — 
And  that  I  han’t  done  thefe  Fifty  Years,  old  Boy. 

Mary.  My  Lord,  which  is  belt,  for  a  mans  Wife  to  Cuckold 
him  in  Imagination  or  Reality? 

Gov.  Lord!  Lord/  your  Head  is  always  upon  Cuckolding, 
All  the  Cuckolds  may  be  hang’d,  for  what  I  care. 

Mary.  Oh  fie,  no  ^Hanging  wou'd  be  a  fcurvy  Death  for  a 
man  of  your  Quality. 

Gov.  Why  —  wiiar  d’ye  mean  by  that,  now,  ha  ?  — Don’t 

provoke  me,  I  fa v  —  do  not  -  1  fhall  make  old  Toledo 

walk 
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walk  if  you  do,  for  all  ’ti$  in  my  own  Houfe. 

Marq .  I  muft  not  tell  him  now, - It  will  put  him  fo  out 

of  Humor,  he  won’t  go  with  me, - -  ’Twas  only  a  Jeft, 

my  Lord,  — — *  I  woiAi  beg  the  Honour  of  your  Company  to 
the  Duke  of  SidoniaH. 

Gov.  With  all  my  Heart  —  come,  come  :  [Sings, 

Tormented  ftilPs  the  Jealous  Feof 

Hi  mje  If J  nor  Bo  font  Wife  can  never  rsfl  : 

Yet  he  often  proves  the  If  Oman's  Tool , 

Whilfl  the  Contented  Man  is  ever  bleft. 

Exeunt « 

SCENE,  A  Chamber. 

Enter  Camillus,  friar  Andrew,  and  Hidewell,  with  a  Ladder 

of  Ropes. 

Cam.  So,  Hideivel 'l !  Haft  thou  got  the  Ladder  of  Ropes  > 
Hidevo.  Yes,  my  Lord,  here’s  all  the  Tackling. 

Fru  Is  it  ftrong  ?  — *  for  I  am  fomething  weighty. 

Cam .  How,  Father !  juft  now  you  laid  you  were  worn  to. 
Skin  and  Bone. 

Fri.  Ay,  my  Lord  5  but  you  know  Bones  ill  cover’d  will 
fboneft  be  broken.  .  . 

Cam .  True  5  take  care  of  your  felf  before. - -  Hidewel ly  I 

have  alter'd  my  Mind, — — — Thouflba’t  along  with  us  *  watch 
on  the  outfide  the  Wall,  and  give  us  notice  when  the  Coaft  is 
clear. 

Hidevo.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Fri.  Let  me  fee,  have  I  got  my  Holy  Water  about  me  > 

Cam.  Holy  Water  !  for  what  ? 

Fri .  Oh!  I  always  love  to  fay  my  Prayers,  and  have  thofe 
Trinkets,  when  I  undertake  a  dangerous  Defign. 

Cam .  Don’t  be  fo  prophane,  Dominey  — - *  you!  never 

thrive,  * - -  yet,  if  your  Devotion’s  ftrong,  you’ve  time 

D  enough 
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enough  - * —  We  (bant  go  this  Hour  or  two. 

Fri.  Nay,  I  won’t  hinder  ye,  - - an  Ejaculation  as  I 

go  along  does  the  Bufmefi. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  the  Englifo  Colonel,  that  lodges  in  the 
Houfe,  fends  to  know  if  you  are  at  ieifure. 

Caw.  Tell  him,  l  am. -  and  long  to  kifs  his  Hands. - 

I  like  that  Gentleman,  he  appears  brave  Q Exit  Servus^ 

And  bold - ffaou’d  ourDefigns  grow  defperate: 

I  dare  believe  he  would  not  fcruple  his  Affiftance. 

Fri .  Faith  and  troth  I  like  him  too,  —  he  treats  like  an  Em¬ 
peror  5  I  din'd  with  him  to  day,  - - and  he  fo  gentilely,  fo 

agreeably  forc’d  Flefh  upon  me,  that  by  St.  Dominick ,  I  con'd 
not  refu  e  him  3  tho’  *tis  a  ftrict  Faft,  a  horrible  ftrifl:  Faft,  as  I 

hope  to  be  an  Abbot.  — - Then  the  obliging  Toad  has 

fuch  a  Waggifh  Eye,  I’il  pawn  my  beads,  a  plaguy  Dog  for  the 

Women,  and  they  are  ever  good-natur'd  : - By  his  Holtnefs’s 

Toe,  I  love  the  Sex  my  felf, - for  all  this  dangling  Robe, 

and  my  foolifli  Vowof  Chaftity. 

Cam  'Tis  pity  you  were  not  a  Knight- Errant,-—  the  Church 
has  robb’d  the  Ladies  of  a  famous  Adorer. 

Fri.  No,  faith,  my  Lord,  I  do  km  more  Service  in  thefe 
Weeds :  I  have  fav’d  many  a  defperate  Soul. 

Cam.  How  ! 

Fri.  Thus  :  in  procuring  them  the  full  Poffeffion  of  their 
Defires  3  and  that  fu  eiy  brought  ’em  to  Repentance  3  and 
you  know  what  Repentance  brings  ’em  to. 

Hidew.  Truly,  Father,  Iihall  grow  angry  with  you  3  for,  if 
once  the  Priefts  take  up  the  Office  cf  Procuring,  there  will  be 
no  Bus’nefs  for  a  Lay- Pimp. 

Cam .  Peace,  — - — » the  Collonel  comes. 


Enten 


*9 


The  Spanijh  Wives. 

Enter  Colonel  Peregrine. 

CoL  « —  l  am  your  Lordfhips  humble  Servant, - I  have 

juft  had  feme  Mufick  to  complement  me, - lama  great 

Lover  of  it, - —  if  your  Lord  (hip  is  fo,  we*l  have  the  Enter¬ 

tainment  there. 

Cam .  Nothing  can  oblige  me  more.  - - -  Some  Chairs 

there ! 

[/?  Dialogue-Song  and  Dances  :  at  the  time  of  the  Dances 
Camillus  and  Peregrine  feem  in  Difcourfe. 

Hidew.  If  your  Lordfhip  pleafes,  being  in  this  Drefi,  I  will 
aim  at  a  Jigg,  I  danc’d  thus  once  in  a  Malquerade. 

Cam .  Prithee  do.  [  A  Jigg  by  Hidewell. 

A  S  O  N  G. 

Betwixt  Mr .Leveridge  a  Spaniard 5  and  Mrs.  Cr^ 
an  Englijb  Lady. 

He.  T71  Airefl  Nymph  that  ever  blefs'd  our  Shore , 

Let  me  thofe  charming  Eyes  adore  y 
And  fly  no  more ,  and  fly  no  more . 

She.  Spaniard,  thy  Suit  is  all  in  vain  ; 

1  was  born  where  Women  reign , 

And  cannot  brook  the  Laws  cf  Spain. 

He.  For  thee  my  Native  Cufloms  Ell  forgo , 

Cut  my  black  Locks ,  and  turn  a  Beau . 

She.  E>re  I  fubmit  to  be  your  Wife , 

/  iflen  to  an  Englifh  Husband's  life  ; 

With  Sparks  abroad  Em  every  day , 

Gracing  the  Gardens ,  Park,  or  Play , 

Hearing  all  the  pretty  things  they  fay  ; 

Give  and  take  Prefents ,  and  when  that's  done , 

Tou  thank  the  Beaux  when  I  come  home . 

D  a 
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He.  Oh  !  I  now  my  Temper  fear. 

She.  Oh!  jigh  not  yet ,  there's  more  to  hear  : 

At  my  Levy  crowding  Adorers  fiand, 

Fix'd  on  my  Eyes ,  and/grafping  my  white  Hand  ; 

All  their  Conrts  and  Oglings  befit  on  me. 

Not  one  regardful  Look  towards  thee  : 

At  this  thou  mufl  be  pleas' dy  or  elfe  not  fee. 

He.  Then  we  mufl  part,  and  1  mufl  die . 

She.  If  thou  art  fuch  a  Fool ,  what  care  I  ? 

He.  I  cannot  flare  theey  fo  I  am  undone . 

She.  A  wifer  will  fupply  thy  Room . 

Chorus.  Then  we  mufl  part ,  &c. 

If  thou  art  fuch  a  Fooly  &c* 

I  cannot  fhare  thee ,  &c. 

A  wifer  will  f apply  y  &c. 

’  >  * 

Col  (To  the  Singers  and  Dancer  sj - So,  well  perform’d'; 

- -  return  to  my  Apartments,  I’ll  be  with  yeprefently. 

Exeunt o 

Cam.  The  odnefs  of  our  Adventures  furprize  me  : - 

Both  our  Miftriffes  in  the  fame  Houfe  !  - - I  hope  ’twill  fur¬ 

ther  our  Defigns. 

Col.  It  muft. - My  Lotd,I  have  a  Favour  to  beg$  That 

you  wou’d  lend  me  one  of  your  Implements  to  morrow,  to 
manage  a  Plot  I  have  in  agitation. 

Cam.  Moft  willingly  take  your  Choice. 

Fri .  I  am  at  your  Service. 

Hidew .  You  are  fo  forward, - Canonical  Fornication- 

Broker, -  I  believe  I  am  fitteft  for  the  Gentlemans 

Service. 

Fri.  Goodlack,  Upftart!  I  help’d  ye  to  my  Lord, - - 

and  now  ye  are  for  engrafting  all  Bus’nefs  to  your  felf. 

Col.  Nay,  * - I  muft  have  the  moft  expert,  becaufe  the 

Cafe  is  difficult.  N 
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Fri.  Well !  I’ll  not  fay  much  !  —  —  But  here  (lands  little 
Andrew,  who  has  undertook  to  bring  a  Smock- fac’d  Cardinal 
to  a  Maddona ,  (ecur’d  with  a  Guard  more  numerous  than 
Argus's  Eyes,  and  Store  dreadful  than  the  Dragon  you  wot  of 

— - yetfpiteof  mafly  Doors,  impenetrable  Bolts,  and 

Italian  Padlocks,  tffefted  it. 

Hidetv .  Phough!  what’s  that!  I  have  carried  on  an  Amour 
for  the  Queen  of  Spain,  —  convey’d  her  Letters  made  up  in/ 
Wax-Candles  $  Love-Complaints  writ  in  the  infide  of  her 
Glove  y  befides  a  Thoufand  other  Contrivances  you  never 

dreamt  of. - ’Tis  true,  at  laftthe  Fate  of  all  Court-Pimps 

was  mine  :  I  fell  into  Difgrace  =>  as  that  had  rais’d  me,  fo  it 

ruin’d  me  5  I  loft  a  Coach  and  Six  by  my  -Profeffion, - 

And  fhall  you  pretend  to  Rival  me  > 

Fri.  You  loft  !  why,  Sirrah,  Sirrah  !  I  tell  thee,  if  I  had  im- 
ploy’d  my  Parts  in  Church-Politicks,  in  Tricks  of  Prieftcrafp 
by  this  time  I  had  been  Pope;  - - But  the  bringing  kind  lo¬ 

ving  things  together,  was  dearer  to  me  than  the  Tripple  Crown, 
-— — -And  (hall  a  Varlet  contend  with  me? 

Col.  Gentlemen  /  difpute  no  more  ;  I  find  either  of  you  is 
qualified  for  my  purpose.  —  My  Noble  Lord,  good  Night,— 
if  you  want  me,  on  the  leaft  notice,  I  am  ready.  [Exit  Col. 

Cant.  I  thank  you,  dear  Neighbor,  good  Night. - Hide- 

well ,  take  up  the  Ropes,  and  come  away. 

Fri.  Along,  Blunder buls. 

Hidetv.  I  hope,  Father  Peremptory,  beforeto  morrow  Morn¬ 
ing,  you’l  (land  in  need  of  my  Cunning,  to  deliver  that  lov’d 
Carcals  from  (bme  imminent  Danger. 

Fri.  I  defie  thee,  and  all  thy  (hallow  Imaginations. 

Cam.  Leave  jangling,  and  make  hafte. 

Exeunt. 
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SCENE,  a  Palace* 

Enter  the  Marquefs ,  Orada  following  him- 

Ora .  ■ — —-My  Lord,  I  have  a  Thoufand  things  of  greater 
ccnfequence  to  (ay. - Pray  return. 

Afarq.  Dear  Orada ,  by  and  by  3  I  muft  fee  where  my  Devil 
of  a  Wife  is.  ^ 

Ora.  You  know  fhe  cannot  pals  the  Lodgings,  perhaps  (lie’s 
at  her  Devotions. 

Marq.  No,  file’s  too  foul  to  Pray. 

Ora .  (Taking  him  by  the  Arm J  -  But,  my  Lord,  — 

as  I  was  faying, - r- 

Marq .  (Flinging  from  her  )  I’ll  return  immediately. - 

Ora .  There’s  no  keeping  this  mad  Fool  out  of  his  Wife’s 
fight  5  —  They  muft  ecu  to  lied,  whilft  I  parle  with  the  Lover. 

Enter  Marquefs ,  fulling  in  Elenora. 

Marq,  —  So,  Gentlewoman !  I  have  caught  ye !  —  How  ? 
With  your  Head  out  at  Window,  making  your  amorous  Com¬ 
plaints  ! 

Elen.  I  was  almoft  ftifled  for  want  of  her. - Sure  you 

are  not  Jealous  of  the  Trees  and  Stars,  * - They  were  my 

only  Objefrs.  '  \ 

Marq.  Oh  Impudence !  did  I  not  hear  you  fay,  When  will 
he  come ;  my  Light,  my  Life,  break  thro’  this  Veil  of  Dark- 
nefs,  and  fhoot  with  Rays  of  Comfort  on  me  ? 

Or  a.  (afide)  A  duce  of  thefe  thinking  Minds!  fobrimfull  of 
Cogitations,  they  muft  run  over. 

Elen.  I  knew  you  behind  me,  and  therefore  did  it  to  tor¬ 
ment  ye. 

Marq .  It  may  be  fo ;  but  I  Iha’n’t  truft  ye - Come,  into 

the  Bedchamber.  - Orada ,  do  you  School  her, - I’ll 

watch  for  your  Light  and  Life  my  felf. 

Ora * 
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Ora.  My  Lord,  you  had  better  go  to  Bed  with  her,  and  then 

you’ll  be  fecure. 

M.trq.  No,  no  ^  in,  in.  ( Shuts  "’em  in  and  locks  the  Door) 

- -Now  for  my  Piftols - that  I  may  give  this  Midnight- 

Gueft  the  Welcome  he  deferves.  [ Exit . 


SCENE  changes  to  an  Orchard. 

Count  Camillus  and  Friar  Andrew' \come  down  the  Wall  by 
a  Ladder  of  Ropes. 


Friar. 


■So 


We  are  got  well  in  ;  Heaven  fend 


don’t  trouble  Heaven  in  this  Affair. 


us  fafe  out  agen ! 

Cam.  Father,  Father 
you’l  never  profper. 

Friar.  Blefs  me,  my  Lord !  Prayers  are  natural  to  me :  if 
you  are  fo  wicked  to  neglect  ’em,  l  can’t  help  that. 

Cam.  Come,  mind  your  Bus’nefe  :  where’s  the  Whiffle  ? 

Friar.  Here,  here, - -  now  for  a  delicious  Vifion, 

Of  a  peeping  Angel !  [  WhifiUs. 

(The  Marquefs  above.). 

Marq.  The  Signal’s  given,  and  here’s  the  Anfwer.  Shoots  off 
(Friar  Andrew  falls  flat.)  a  Pifiol. 

Cam.  Wearedifcover’d  ;  andifl  ftay,  all  other 

Opportunities  are  left  for  ever.  • - 

(A  Cry  within  of  Thieves  !  Thieves  ! 

- Why  Friar !  Friar  !  Father  !  You  are  not  hurt,  the  Biff. 

lets  went  over  our  Heads. 

Friar.  Are  ye  lure  I  am  not  hurt? -  I  did  conceive  I 

was  kill’d. 

Cam.  No,  no  ;  but  I  know  not  what  you  may  be  if  you  ftay 
- Follow  me,  with  fpeed.  (Cam.  gets  over  the  Ladder. 

Friar.  Oh  Pox'-  the  Devil  of  all  ill  Luck !  ruin’d,  . 
hang’d, drawn,  and  quarter’d !  No  poffibility  of  efca-  ZlaifTy 

ping  without  a  Miracle, —  and  I  can’t  have  thelm-  «p,tbeLadder 
pudence  to  expe£ba Miracle.  - - — 

( Noife 
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(. Noife  within ,  Where !  Where !  Thieves  fallow. 

- Oh  !  they  come !  they  come  ! - —  and  now  at  my 

grcatelt'Excremity  I  cannot  pray. - Godfo !  here’s  a 

Tree !  - I’ll  try  to  mount  it,  ( Gets  up  the  Tree. 

• 

Enter  the  JWarquefs,  and  Jeveral  Servants. 

Mari.  Search  well,  Boys  1  leave  not  a  Shrub  or  Tuft  of 
Grafs  unexamin’d - Five  Piftoles  to  him  who  finds  One. 

1  Serv .  I  warrant  ye,  my  Lord  !  let  us  alone  for  ferreting 

’em  ! - Soho  !  what  have  we  here - —  A  Pox,’tis 

a  Stub  of  a  dead  Tree  — - ’thas  broke  my  Nofe. 

( Another  Servant  looking  up  in  the  Tree ,  where  the  Friar  isl) 

2  Serv.  Oh  Rogue !  Are  ye  there  ?  I’ll  be  with  ye  prefently. 

(  Friar  Andrew,  as  the  Fellow  gets  up,  throws  his  Bottle  of 
Holy-water  full  in  his  Eyes ,  and  pulls  his  Cowl  over  hts 
Face,  and  roars  out :  They  both  fall  from  the  Tree  toge¬ 
ther . ) 

— "The  Devil,  the  Devil !  oh,  my  Eyes  are  out ! 

(J  he  reft  cry ,  The  Devil  J 

They  drive  the  Marquefs  in,  who  often  turns,  and  cries : 

Let  me  fee  him !  let  me  fee  him  ! 

( The  Friar  follows  'em  roaring. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  inner  part  of  the  Houfe. 

Several  Servants  enter  in  Confufion ,  —  a  great  knocking  at  the 
Door,  and  cry  of  Fire,  Fire  !  One  of  the  Servants  open  the  Door, 

- Enter  Hide  well,  Men  and  Maids,  as  from  their  Beds - 

feme  crying ,  Fire,  fome  Murder,  Treafon,eh\  After  them 
Enter  Friar  Andrew,  driving  fever al  Servants,  who  run  out , 
trying,  the  Devil !  the  Devil ! 

Hidew.  - Make  hafte,  unlucky  Devil !  — — * ’Twas  I 

cry’d  Fire !  open’d  the  Door  for  your  deliverance - Fly,  and 

own  me  for  the  Mafter  of  your  Art  for  ever. 


/ 


Friar. 


The  Spanish  Wives.  2< 

Friar.  I  cannot  ftay  to  thank  ye, -  But — - —  I  yields 

I  yield.  Exit  running. 

Enter  the  Governor ,  in  hit  Night-Cap,  and  Sword  drawn. 

Gov .  Benedict*  Maria  !  What  1  Fire,  Murder,  and  Treafon 

all  abroach  at  once ! - a  horrible  Plot ! - By  the 

Honour  of  Spain,  a  terrible  one,  as  I  hope  to  be  a  Grandee  ! 

Enter  the  Governor's  Lady  attended. 

Lady.  Spywell ,  what  can  be  the  meaning  of  this?  My  Colle- 

nel  would  not  come  in  (uch  a  way. - vjy  Lord  !  my  Deary  ! 

the  Matter, - the  Caufe  of  this  Disturbance  ! 

Gov.  Here,  Sirrah  1  raife  all  the  Guards:  Oh  Tittup  \  we’re 

like  to  be  murder’d,  — - drown’d,  and  blown  up,  no  body 

knows  how,  nor  which  way :  A  damnable  Plot !  by  his  Maje¬ 
sty’s  Muftachces  I  fwear ! 

Lady.  Sure  ’tis  a  falfe  Alarm, — The  Houfe  has  been  fearcht 

by  fome  Servants  difereeter  than  the  reft, - —  and  they  Sind 

nothing. 

Enter  Marquefs,  cutting  his  Servants. 

Marq.  Villains !  Dogs  1  under  the  notion  of  the  Devi),. 
ThefeSheep-lookt  Rogues,  thefe  Daftard  Whelps, 

Have  let  the  Robber  of  my  Honour  efcape  ;  whilft  I 

But  juft  examin’d  if  my  Wife  was  fafe,the  Wolf,  the  Goat  is  gone.  ’ 

Gov.  Hey  da  !  my  Lord  Marquefs,  Are  wre  then  alarm’d  on¬ 
ly  with  a  jealous  Whim  of  yours?  By  the  Peace  and  Pleafure  : 

of  my  Life,  I’ll  Suffer  it  no  longer. - Any  other  of  my 

Palaces  are  at  your  Service ;  but  Such  a  Wafp  Shall  moleft  my* 
Honey-hive  no  more. 

Marq.  Uncivil  Lord  !  thy  Palaces,  nor  all  thy  Wealth  fhou*d 

bribe  my  ftay, - To  morrow  I’ve  reSolv’d  for  my  departure, 

— ~  in  the  interm,  I  defire  an  hours  Conference. 

Gov.  Soon  as  you  pleafc,  I  am  free. 

Enter  a  Servant,  with  Hidewell. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  here  we’ve  found  a  man  that  no  body  knows. 

E  Gov . 
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Gov*  Ha!  who  are  ye,  Sirrah?  Your  Name?  From  whence 
d’ye  come  ?  Whither  d’ye  go  ?  What’s  your  Bufinefs  ? — — 
Ani'wer  me  all  at  once. 

Hidew.  I  daut  I  caunt,  —  but  I’ll  do  no  more  than  monny  a 
Mon  ;  I  will  tell  ye  the  truth :  Coming  to  Morket  with  my 
Fruit,  d’ye  zee,  Ich  heard  the  noife  of  Fire ,  Fire !  Thieves, 

ond  fuch-like, - zo  che  thought  good  Crabtree-ftick  might- 

walk  amongft  the  Rogues  ;  zo  Ich  have  left  the  Fruit  with.-, 
our  Margery,  and  come  with  main  Vorce  to  help  ye,  d'ye  zee. 

Gov.  AnhoneftLad  !  and,  d’ye  hear,  you  may  fell  your 
Fruit  to  my  Family. 

Hiderv.  O  Lard,  O  Lard  1  Ch’am  a  made  Mon,  and  my  Wife 
and  Children:  what !  zell  my  Fruit  to  my  Lord  Governor  — 
made  forever!  henceforth  I’ll  fcorn  my  Neighbors,  and  de- 
fpife  my  Betters. 

Mar.  I  like  this  Fellow,  becaufe  I  fearch’d  him  throughly, and 
found  him  no  Go-between.  —  Here,  Sirrah/  there’s fomething 
for  ye,  —  and  were  I  to  ftay,  ye  fhou’d  ha’  my  Cuftom. 

Hidew.  I  thank  your  Honours. 

Gov,  (to  a  Sentinel)  Let  him  out.  Exit  Hidew,. 

Marq.  You'll  remember  tomorrow  morning  early. 

Gov.  Mofl:  certainly. 

Marq.  (afide)  Then  ill  convince  this  credulous  eafie  man  what 
need  there  is  of  watching  one’s  Wife :  —  Good-night.  Exit , 

Gov.  Farewell ;  go  thy  ways,  for  a  troublefome,  maggot- 

pated,  jealous-crown’d  Simpleton,  as  thou  art : - Hey  boy, 

Tittup !  how  is  t  Tittup  ?  how  fhall  you  and  I  get  to  ileep  again 
Tittup  ?  ha  t 

Lady.  1  know  not. 

Gov.  What,  moody,  Tittup !  (Sings') 

Til  roufeye,  and  mouj'eye,  and  toufeye  as  Long  as  I  can , 

Till  fqueaking  I  make  ye  confefs : 

There’s  Heat  in  a  vigorous  Old  Man , 

When  he  loves  to  excefs ,  when  he  loves  to  excefs. 

Exeunt, 

The  End  of  the  Second  ACT. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  a  Chamber. 

Enter  Camillus  and  Friar  Andrew. 

Cam.  Curftbemy  difappointing Stars,  that  thus  havecrofsd 
me  I  whilft  I  but  aim  at  Elenora' s  Freedom  ;  file,  for  my  At¬ 
tempts,  fufters  from  her  Tyrant-Husband  worfe  ufage. 

Friar.  You  may  curfe  your  Stars,  if  you  pleafe ;  but  for  my 

part,  I  blefs  the  pretty  twinkling  Gentlemen, - that  is,  if 

they  had  an  hand  in  my  Deliverance. - I  am  fure,  if  I  had 

been  caught,  my  Ufage  would  have  been  bad  enough. — I  long 

to  know,  what  is  become  of  that  Hangdog  Hideweii. -  Oh ! 

- —  talk  of  the  Devil,  and  he  appears. 

Enter  Hideweii. 

Hidew.  — —  Down  on  your  Marrow-bones,  Domine ,  and 
thank  my  Ingenuity,  elfe  your  brittle  Thread  had  been  cut  ; 
and  you  left  in  a  dark  way  by  this  time. 

Friar.  Come,  come ;  don’t  be  fo  triumphant :  -  ■  ■  for  had 
not  my  own  roaring  Preaching  Voice - 

Hidew.  Ay,  ay ;  much  us’d  to  Preaching,  I  believe, - un- 

lefs  it  was  Indulgence  to  a  yielding  Female. 

Friar.  Well,  as  I  was  faying,  had  not  my  own  Almighty 
Voice  ltruck  Terror  thro’  ’em,  I  had  been  in  Limbo ,  long  before 

your  Ingenuity  came  to  my  Affiftance. - Not  but  you  did 

me  a  Kindnefs, - and  I  acknowledge  it,-  --  That’s  enough 

for  a  man  of  my  Qualifications. 

Cam.  Oh  Hideweii ! - all  my  Hopes  are  ruin’d,  and  poor 

Elenora  mu  ft  remain  a  Slave  for  ever. 

Htdew.  Viy  Lord,  you  are  miftaken,  - —  our  Expectations 
now  ftand  fairer ;  the  Governor  and  Marquefs  both  take  me 

for  a  very  filly  honeft  Fellow, - and  have  order’d  I  fhall 

have  full  and  free  accefs ; - then  let  me.  alone  for  a  Contri¬ 
vance.  - I’ll  get  the  Lady  for  you,  and  the  Woman  for 

E  2  my 
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my  felf ;  Following  the  Example  of  all  noble  Knights,  and 
t nifty  Squires. 

Friar.  I  find  you  are  providing  for  your  felves  :  But  what 
muft  I  have  for  my  Pains-taking  in  this  Affair  ? 

Hide  if.  You  know,  you  cannot  marry  ; — I’ll  give  you  leave 
To  tempt  my  Dam  lei,  when  I  have  her :  D’ye  conceive 
- If  (he  loves  Spiritual  Food,  I’ll  not  be  your  hindrance. 

Cam.  Dear  Hfdemfl !  thou  fha’t  go  immediately  ;  learn  when 
they  remove  ;  fathom  their  Defigns ;  I’ll  force  her  from  him  on 

the  publick  Road. - He  forc’d  her  from  her  plighted  Faith, 

her  Vows,  and  all  he  Wifhes :  My  Force  is  juft. 

Hi  dew.  Truft  tome,  my  Lord,  and  fear  not. 

Ente'r  Cdlonel  Peregrine. 

Col.  My  Lord!  your  humble  Servant!  I  ha’n’t  refted  to 
night,  fmce  I  heard  ofyourDifappointment,  reflecting  how  my 
own  Affair  may  prove. 

Cam.  Ah  Colonel  !  our  Cafes  are  very  different, - You 

hunt  but  for.  Enjoyment, the  huddl’d  Raptures  of  a  few  tumul¬ 
tuous  moments : - —  But  I  am  in  queft  of  Virgin-Beauty, 

made  mine  by  Holy  Vows  ;  conftrain’d  by  Fiends,  inftead  off 
Friends,  to  break  the  facred  Contraft,  and  follow  th zCapricio 

of  a  mad  Old  Man. - Virgin  did  I  call  her?  — By  Heaven, 

I  dare  believe  fhe  is  one,  at  leaft  her  Mind  is  fuch  ; - and' 

were  fhe  in  my  power,  i’d  foon  convince  the  World  of  the. 
Juftice  of  my  Caufe. 

Col.  My  Lord  !  you  fhall  command  my  Sword  and  Intereft 

in  Barcelloh - yet  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  mind  my  own 

Affairs. - I  grant  your  Pamon  more  Heroick  ; -  for  I 

ihou’d  fcarce  accept  the  Governor’s  Wife  for  mine,  if  he  wou’d 

give  her : - but  I  am  amorous  and  eager,  as  Love  and 

Beauty  can  infpire  hot  and  vigorous  Youth. 

Friar.  By  Sr.  Dominick ,  well  faid,  old  Boy  :  I’ll  flick  to  thee. 

I  hate  thefe  whining  Romantick  Lovers.  Nor  wou’d  I  have 
trudg’d  to  Barcelona,  had  I  thought  the  Count  only  fix’d  oh 
Honor  a, Fftia,I  can  get  it  out, Honourable  Love. 

Col.  Since  you  are  fo  willing,  Srir,  —  I  have  Employment  for 

you 
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you. - Can  you  play  die  Hector  well,  purfue  with  a  fiery 

Countenance,  fwear  without  -intermiflicn,  make  noife  enough, 
no  matter  what  you  fay  ? 

Friar.  I’ll  try,  I’ll  try, -  hum  !  hum  ! - by  St.  Do¬ 
minick,  by  St.  Patrick,  St. - 

Col.  Hold !  hold !  what  d’ye  mean  ?  You  mull:  fwear  by 
Jupiter,  Radamanthm,  &Urs,  and  thofe  hindering.  Sparks  ;  not 
l'uch  puny  pa  Hive  Saints. 

Friar.-  Well, Sir,  - - I  fhall  befoon  inftrufted  :  - But 

what  mult  I  fwear  all  this  for  ?  or  like  the  Bullies  of  the  Age, 

,  mult  it  be  all  for  nothing  ? 

Col.  No,  no,  there  is  a  Caufe ; - Come  along  with  me 

•-r —  and  I’ll  give-ye  Clothes,  and  full  Directions. 

Hidt'.v.  If  1  might  advife  ye,  Sir,  lie  fhould  not  undertake 
it;  he  hasfomething  in  that  unlucky  Phys’fhows  him  unfir, 
tho’  coveting  Intrigues :  plaguy  unfortunate  Lines,  l  lwear. 

Friar.  Peace  linvy  !  ScrietchawJ !  Raven!  Bat!  Devil! 
When  did  I  ever,  fail  before  that  Night  ?  nor  then  neither,  fir- 
rah,  ha ! 

Hideiv.  Rage  on,Spight !  I  fay  but  this  . - Have  a  care, 

when  in  all  your  Gallantry,  you  don’t  forget,  and  make  a 
Friar-like  valutation. 

Friar.  Pox  take  ye  for  putting  me  in  mind  on?t. — — -  for, 

1  always  do  a  thing  I  am  forbid. 


Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Pleafe  your  Honour, a  Lady  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Cam.  I’ll  wait  on  her. 

Col.  I’ll  leave  you  this  Apartment  free,  my  Lord  ;  my  Bufi- 
nefs  being  in  hafte. - Come,  Father  1 

Cam.  Farewell :  may  your  Defires  be  fulfill’d,  or  you  cur’d 
of ’em. 

Col.  Your  Servant. 

Friar.  B’w’ye  HidemllX  I  don’t  queftion  but  to  top  you  in 
my  Performance  when  we  meet  next. 

Hidew.  Heaven  helyi  the  weak, I  fay.  {Exeunt  Col.  and  Friar, 

Ent™ 


tr 


100 


qo  The  Spanijh  Wives. 

Enter  Orada. 

Cum.  Ha,  my  dear  Orada. /  What  Miraclegot  thee  this  liberty? 

Ora.  My  Lady  was  fo  throughly  frighted  at  the  noife  of  the 
Piftok,  ana  the  Confufion  'he  heard,  (for  you,  I  fuppofe)  that 

die  has  Once  been  ill. - -  The  jealous  Marquefs  eou’d  not  find 

ifi’s  Heart  to  truft  a  Do£lor  with  her,  but  fent  me  for  a  Cordial. 

Cam.  I  hope  her  Sicknefs  has  no  Danger  in  it. 

Ora.  No,  no;  his  over  now,  — . -fcarce  enough  left  for  a 

Pretext  for  my  coming. 

Cam.  But,  what  Hopes  ?  What  (hall  be  our  next  Defign  ? 
Speak  Comfort,  my  belt  Friend ! 

Ora.  Faith,  I  know  not  well : - -  Suppofe  the  Marquefs 

were  fome  way  inform’d,  you  are  in  Barcellona, - -  ’twou’d 

fright  him  out  of  his  Wits';  —  I’d  back  it,  and  perfwadehim 
to  fend  Elenora  in  the  night  privately,  left  you  attempt  her  on 

tl  ePvOad, - then  you  may  feize  the  unguarded  Fair. - 

Methinks  fomething  like  this  might  be  done. 

Cam.  We’l  in,  anol  qonfider  farther  on’t. 

Hi  dew.  Heark  ye,  Donna,  if  your  Lady  falls  to  my  Lord,  you 
prove  my  natural  Perquifite,  by  the  Example  of  a  Thoufand 
Years. 

Oro.  What  means  the  Fellow  ? 

Cam.  Defpife  him  not,  Orada ;  he  has  prodigious  Parts  un¬ 
der  that  Rulfet  Coat. 

Ora.  I  care  not  for  him, nor  his  Parts,  I  (hall  ne’r  examine  ’em . 

Hidew.  You  and  I  fhall  be  better  acquainted  for  all  this. 

Ora.  Away,  Bumpkin ! 

Cam.  I  tell  ye,  hq’s  a  Beau  in  Difguife. 

Ora.  I  believe  fo. 

Cam.  Come  to  this  inner  Room,  Orada,  left’  we  are  inter¬ 
rupted.  Exeunt. 

SCENE,*  Hall. 
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Enter  the  Goziemorx  Marquefs^  and  Diego. 

Gov .  A-pox,  a-pox !  Was  this  your  Conference  ? — If  I  had 
guei&’U  at  it,  the  Devil  fliou’d  have  confer’d  with  ye  for  me. 
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Mary.  I  wou’d  ha’  thank’d  a  Friend  that  forewarn’d  me,  of 
an-apprcaching  Evil. 

Gov.  Evil!  What  Evil?  The  Evil  is  my  knowing  it ;  if  I 

had  not,  ’thad  been  none. - Yet  how  am  I  convinc’d 

you  have  not  abus’d  my  Ttttup:  — By  the  Honour  of  Spain,  I’ll 
Fight  fpr  Tittup  :  Guilty  or  not  Guilty. —  My  Lord !  --  what 
you  have  faid  is  a  fcandalous,  contagious,  outragious,- - - - 

Marq.  Hold, - if  you  fay  one  word  more,  I  draw. 

Gov.  Well,  well! - 1  will  have  Patience, - but  if  this 

Colonel  doth  not  come  with  the  Sham-plot  you  have  buzz’d 
into  my  Head,  by  King  Philip’s  Beard, - 

Marq.  Threaten  not  ;  I’ll  meet  you  when  and  where  you 
pleafe,  ill-manner’dFool !  [Exit. 

Gov.  Diego !  I  have  bom  up, - yet,  Igad,  to  own  the 

Truth,  lam  damnably  afraid - there’s  fomething  in  it.- — ~ 

That  Englijh  Colonel  is  a  plaguy  Dog  ;  he  looks  as  if  he  were 
made  to  enter  all  Breaches,  conquer  every  way.  — — -  I'll  try 
if  I  can  fing  after  this  News.  (Sings) 

Lock  up  a  Woman,  or  let  her  alone  ; 

Kjepher  in  private,  or  let  her  be  known : 

’Tis  all  one ,  ’tvs  e’en  all  one. 

- A  fcurvy  Tune,  as  I  hope  to  be  a  Grandee. - - 

Nay,  if  my  Voice  is  broke,  my  Heart  will  quickly  follow., 

— - Diego! 

Dieg.  My  Lord ! 

Gov.  I  ever  found  thee  faithful ;  —  if  the  Spark  does  come, 
follow  exactly  my  Directions,  and  all  fhall  be  well  yet, 

Dieg.  Fear  not  me 5  my  Lord,  I’d  lofe  a  Leg  or  an  Arm  at  any 
time  in  your  Honour’s  Service,  and  never  cry,  Oh  1  for’t. 

Gov.  Heark,  heark !  I  think  1  hear  a  Noife.  (Cry  of  Fire  here . 

( Without ,  a  Cry  of  Murder,  and  [hutting  Doors. 

Enter  Col.  Peregrine,  his  Sword  drawn ,  leaning  upon  his  Servant, .  , 

Col.  Oh,  my  Noble  Lord !  I’m  ruin’d,  unlefs  your  PityTave 
me :  in  England  I,  in  a  Duel,  kill’d  a  Gentleman,  and  his  Friends 
have  purfu’d  me  hither,  fetting  upon  mer  Four  at  once. 

Gov . 
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Gov .  Alas  and  welladay!  ’tis  fad  indeed/  and  you,  I  war¬ 
rant,  are  wounded  defperately. 

Col .  I  fear,  to  death,  - - oh!  oh! 

Gov.  Ah,  the  dilTembling  Rogue  !  it  grieves  me  almoft  to 
d  i  fa  ppoint  him, the  Smock-fac  u  Dog  does  it  lo  cunningly .  (afide 

—  —  Diego ! 

o  . 

Die?.  Sir. 

'Gov*  QiegO) getoneofmy  able  Surgeons  to  fearch  the  Wound. 
Col.  1  thank  you,  my  Lord  ;  my  own  Servant  has  great  Skill 
in  Surgery,  I’ll  truft  him.  .  • 

Gov.  Diego  !  carry  this  Gentleman  to  an  Apartment  near 

the  Garden,  free  from  Noife, - I’ll  fend  Tittup  to  vifit  ye 

by  and  by. 

Col.  Your  Lord  (hip’s  all  Goodnefs.  [Exit. 

Gov.  And  thou  all  Treachery, - Oh!  the  English  whine-. 

ing  Dog - r  how  fhall  I  punifh  him  ?  By  the  honour  of 

Spam,  he  deferves  to  be  utterly  difabPd, - render’d  wholly 

incapable. - But  Ill  have  Mercy  in  my  Anger :  hang’t 

—  - >  1  have  lov’d  the  handfom  Whipfter,  and  he  fhall 

find  it. 

(.Enter  Diego.) 

—  - -  So,- - - —  have  ye  difpos’d  of  him  as  I  order’d  ? 

Dreg.  Yes,  my  Lord  ;  and  whilft  I  was  in  the  Chamber,  he 

groan'd  as  if  his  Heart  wer e  breaking, - But  l  had  the 

Curiofity  to  flay  a  little  at  the  Door,  and  heard  both  laugh 
ready  to  burfL  an’t  pleafe  your  Honour. 

Gcv.  Pleafe  me  !  not  much,  in  faith,  Diego ;  But —  let  me 
tell  ’em,  had  they  fell  into  the  hands  ofany  other  of  our  Na¬ 
tion,  their  Mirth  wou’d  quickly  ha5  been  fpoil’d,  and  their 
Whoring  too  adod. 

Enter  Servant  sy  hauling  in  Friar  Andrew . 

Serv:  My  Lord,  we  have  took  the  Ringleader,  that  purfu d 
t lie-  N  ob  le  Engl/JJj  Colonel. 

Gov i  Good  Boys-'  Good  Boys!. - Well/ Sir,  -  And 

what  are  you  ?- 
Friar.  If  you 


are  a  man  of  Authority,  as  by  your  Houfe  and' 
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Port  I  guefs  you  arc,  I  charge  you,  do  me  Juftice  $  for  by  yon- 
der  blew  Firmament,  and  all  thofe  hated  Stars,  that  twinkl’d 
at  my  Brother’s  Murder,  I’ll  flea  that  curled  Colonel. 

Gov.  Thou  Hangdog,  begot  in  Lewdnefi,  and  born  in  fome 

Sink  of  Sin, - Son  of  a  thoufand  Fathers,  and  Maker  and 

Contriver  of  Cuckolds  without  number-,  1  know  thee  for  a 
Pimp:  Here,  Diego  !  fasten  uporpone  Whisker,  whilft  [  take 

t’other  5  if  they  are  faft,  I  may  alter  my  Opinion  • - They 

are  reverend  Whiskers,  [  coofefs,  - - if  not,  I  proclaim  thee 

a  Pimp. 

(They  ptU ,  and  the  Whiskers  come  off  between  em. 

Fri.  Oh,  mercy  !  mercy  !  I  do  own  my  Profeffion ,  but  good 
my  Lord,  forgive  njp. 

Gov:  Ay,  that  I  will,  but  Til  punilh  thee  firft*  - - here, 

— - ca  ry  him  to  the  red  Tower,  and  let  him  have  Two 

hundred  Lafhes,  till  all  Thoughts  of  Concupiscence,  either.  f6r 
himfelf  or  others,  be  throughly  mortified^ 

Fri.  Hear  me,  my  Lord !  •  '  - 

Gov.  No,  away  with  him. 

Fri.  You  muft  hear  me  5  I  am  a  Priefl;,  I  excommunicatejc 
elfe. 

Gov.  A  Prieft,  and  a  Pimp  !  Oh  Lord  J 

Fri .  Why  ?  is  that  fuch  a  Wonder  > 

Dieg.  Look,  my  Lord  /  here  hang  his  Beads  under  his  Clothes* 
*Fri  N6v$,  my  Lord,  you  arelatisfied  the  Secular  Arm  cant 
punifhme}  pray  give  me  a  Keleafe. 

Gov.  Hold,  hold,  not  fo  faft. - .Take  him,  and  carry  him 

to  the  next  Abby  juft  as  he  is, and  tel!  the  Fathers  what  ye  know. 

Fri.  M  is  well  ’cis  no  worfe, - to  deal  with  theTribc;tet 

me  alone,  they’l  judge  my  Frailties  by  their  own. 

Gov.  Say  ye  fo,  Beelzebub ,in  his  own  Cloathing  /  but  l’i}  be 
a  Thorn  in  thy  fide,  Til  warrant  thee,  old  Father  Iniquity. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  w  tM  fet  the  Mob  upon  him,  that’s  woife  than 
all  the  Juftices  in  Quorum. 

Fri.  Pie  Curfe,  Excommunicate,  Purgatory  ye,  Hang  ye, 
Damn  ye.  (Exit,  fore  cl  off. 

F  Enter 
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Enter  Governor9!  Lady. 

Lady.  My  Deary ,  Spyrve U  tells  me  our  dear  Colonel’s  wounded* 

Go  v.  Oh,  mod  dangerouflv,  Tittup  3  he  has  as  many  holes 
thro’  him  as  a  Jew's  Cake. 

Lady.  Alas,  then  I  fear  he’s  dead. 

Gov.  No,  no}  Nature  has  fram’d  his  Body  for  the  purpof  } 
a  Sword  pafles  and  repaffes  like  a  Jugler5 s  Ball,  and  no  harm 
done. 

Lady.  Cruel  Deary!  you  make  a  Jeft  one,  but  Tie  vifit  and 
comfort  him.  • 

Gov.  Hold,  hoi  !  5  his  Wounds  aredreffing:  You  wou’J  lee 
'him  naked,  wbu’d  ve  ?  v  ▼ 

Lady.'  Q\\Gz&  \  not  for  the  eWorld. 

Gov.  Retire  to  your  Chamber,  Pie  lend4  for  you  when  'tis 
convenient. 

Lady.  I  will,  Dear  3  but  pray  take  care  of  him. 

Gov.  Yes  3  there  {hall  be  Care  taken  of  him,  I  promile  ye. 

- -'A  hopeful  young  Gentleman,  by  theHoqpur  of  Spain. — * 

Diego  !  follow  to  my  Clofet,  there  fi  Aiake  thee  lenlible  of  my 
Ddigo.  |  Exeunt . 

Enter  the  Marchionefs  Elenora,  meeting  Orada. 

Elen ,  Dear  Orada!  bring’ft  thou  Comfort,  or  muft  I  remove 
from  Barcellona  to  Wilds  and  unfrequented  Defarts,  impene¬ 
trable  Caftles,  and  all  the  melancholy  Mifchiefs  fpritely  Youth 
can  fear  ?*  dj  $ 

Ora.  I  hope  not, Madams  the  Lord  Camillus  employs  his  Brain 
and  all  his  bufie  Inftruments,  for  your  deliverance. 

Elen.  Give  me  the  Scheme  of  his  Defign,  that  I  may  guels  at 
the  Succels. 

Ora.  Madam, - my  Lord. - —  [Enter  the  Marque fs. 

Elen.  Take  that - thou  impudent  Performer  of  my  Ty¬ 
rant's  Will,  ( Strikes  her. 

*  Ora.  My  Lord,  you  fee  what  l  fufFer  for  your  Service. 

Marq .  But  we’ll  be  lb  reveng'd,  Orada  3  when  we  have  her 
wholly  to  our  felves,  by  Heaven,  I'll  bring  that  pamper'd  Carcafs 
down  t  The  Rofes  lhail  wither  in  her  wanton  Cheeks  5  her 

Eyes, 
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Eyes,  whole  hot  Beams  dart  Fire,  grow  dull  and  languid :  *— «. 
By  ail  my  Pangs  of  Jtaloufle,  I'd  father  clafg  a  Fiend,  than 
Doubting  Sleep  by  fuch  an  Angel, 

Elen .  And  us  thy  Doubts,  Old  Man,  not  I,  torment  thee— 
Our  Sex,  like  Water,  glides  along  pleafant  and  ufeful  $  but  if 
graft’d  by  a  too  violent  Hand*  unieen  they  Hip  away,  and  protfe 
the  fruitlefi  Labour  vain. 

Mara.  To  Waters,  Waves,  and  Rocks  moft  juftly  may  you 
be  camparM  $  — -  but  I  want  time  to  hold  an  Argument.  ~ 

Prepare  this  Night  for  your  remove, - *  I  am  fixM,— your 

Jewels,  Equipage  and  all  put  up, 

Elen.  Let  my  Slaves  take  care  of  that, - What  need  have 

l\  of  Jewels,  Ornaments,  or  Drels,  condemn'd  to  Cells  and  ever- 
•lading  Solitudes  ?  Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv .  My  Lord,  a  Country  Feliow  is  very  importunate  to 
{peak  with  you. 

Marq.  Bring  him  in,  Mifirefi,  you  to  your  Chamber. 
You  hear  the  mans Bufinels  is  with  me. 

Elen.  May  it  prove  a. vexatious  one,!  befeech  Heaven,  (Exit. 

Enter  Hidewell. 

Marq  Oh,  my  honeft  Fruiterer, what  brought  you  hither  ? 

Hidew.  Why,  an’t  (hall  pleafe  ye,- — -a  marvellous  thing  has 

hapt  fince  I  fee  ye  laft, - a  parlous  Contrivance,  by  thdVlefs, 

J —  as  I  hope  for  Margery ,  I  ne’r  lee  the  like. 

J  Marq .  file  matter,  Friend  ! 

Hidew .  Nay,  Gadfe>res,’us  zo  Orange,  I  can’t  tell  whether  I 
was  afleep  or  dreamt,  or  no. 

Marq  Prithee  tell  me  quickly  5  what  Wonder  haft  thou  met 
with,  Fellow? 


Hhlerr.  Zir,  Vm  but  a  poor  Fellow  5  but,  as  Neighbour  Touch 
has  it,  I  can  zee  into  a  Milftone,  as  var  as  another  man.. 

Marq.  Talk  to  the  purpofe,  or  I  fnall  grow  tir’d  : - is  it 

any  thing  concerning  me  or  my  Honour  ? 

Hidew.  Ay,  ay, Zir,  you  don’t  know  the  bottom  of  this  Plot, 

Marq.  Nor  the  top  on’c neither, - dallying  Fool, proceed. 

Hidew.  Nay,  you'i  know  it  foon  enough  : - Han’t  you  a 

very  handfcm  Wife,  buxom  and  tree,  as  the  Saying  is? 

F  2  Marq . 
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Mart/.  Oh  the  Devi],  lies  it  there?  Well!  what  follows  ? ' 

Htdevr.  Ifags,,  Cuckold om,  ch’am  afraid ,  Zir, - -for  coming 

out  of  this  Haufe,  there  meets  me  a  waundy  handfom  Fellow, 
Cadfcres, - he  had  the  fwinginft- what  d»ye  cal  ft-.  — * 

Marq.  Per ruque,  d’ve  mean  ?  i 

Hiaevr.  Ay,  udilid!  our  biggeft  Bufhel,  that’s  kept  on  pur- 

pole  for  the  Matters  !bf  the  Meafures  to  zee,  wou’d ^iot, - no, 

i  facks,  ch’urn  zure - it  wou’d  not  cover  it, 

Marq.  Did  he  enquire  after  my  Wife  ?  : 

Hi  dew.  By  my  troth  he  did. - Friend,  lays  he,  do  you  go 

often  to  that  Hbuie  ?— —  Mahap  I  do, - mahap  t  do  not* 

faid  I,  what's  that  to  you  ?  Nav* - no  harm,  quoth  he  ,  and 

thereupon  IJipt  a  piece  of  Gold  into  my  Hand.- - -  Imuft  con-  1 

Jefs  that  foften’d  me,  - -  and  he  went  on, - Doll:  thou  not 

know  an  old  jealous, freakifh,  confounded  Marquels  lives  there? 
Fray  ye  now  dan’t  be  angry,  Sir, - I  ufe  but  his  own  words. 

Marq.  No,  no,  go  on.  .  n 

H/deiv.  And  has  he  not,  quoth  he,  a  young  lovely  Wife?— — • 
And  theu  he  run  on  with  hard  words,  I  cou’d  not  conceive  for 
above  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  tho  I  was  wile  enough  to  pick  it 
out,  that  he  was  Amour* !  on  ler. 

Marq .  Confound  him,  confound  him ! 

Hide w.  Quoth  he, - *  Canft  thou  convey  a  Letter  to  her? 

—  Why  how  now  men,  zed  I,  who  doft  take  me  for,  a  Pimp? 

No,  no,  ch’am  no  Pimp, - an  I  war  chou’d  ha’  better  Ctoas 

o  my  Back, - by  th*  Mefs,  chall  do  none  o’  your  Bawdy 

Meflagcs,  not  I }  Do’t  your  (elf,  an  you  wull,  for  Tim.  With- 
that  he  drew  his  Sword,  and  I  very  vairiy  took  up  Heels,  and  run 
away,  for  ch’am  very  veard  of  a  naked  Sword. 

Marq.  Couldft  thou  not  diicover  his  Name  ? 

Hidew.  His  Zervants  call’d  him - -  Count  — -  a— Cam  — - - 

Cam - -  Cam - cifam  zure./twas  zummot  about  Cam. 

Marq .  ( Jiartwg  )  W hat, - Camillas  ! 

Hidew.  Ay,  ay,  that’s  it%  that*  it,  in  troth. 

Marq .  Oh,  I  am  ruin'd,  blown  up,  undone  !  Camilla  has  his 
Pockets  cramm'd  with  Gold  5  —  he’ll  bribe  the  World  to  take 

his  part:  — — *  Then  that  Contraft-—  fo  firm  and  fure, - - 

Ilofe 
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I  lofe  her,  and  what  I  value  more,  her  large  Fortune. 

Orach,  what  (hall  1  -do  ? 

Ora .  Suppofe  ye  remove  my  Lady  in  a  Litter,  without  any  of 
„your  own  Attendance, —  for  indeed  I  fear  he  11  way-lay  all  the 
Rdads.  -—My  Lord,  (he  may  be  got  many  Leagues  this  night, 
and  when  in  (afety,  you  may  (end  back  for  your  Equipage. 

£  Metrq.  Mmy  Leagues !  we’il  go  a  Thoufand, - .  for  I’ll 

be  with  her,  and  force  her  fpeed. 

Ora.  ( a  fide )  That  l  fufpefted., 

ffidew/. Zir,  Zir,  hereche  may  ferve  ye,  for  I  keep  a  Litter, 
ns  well  aszell  Fruit. 

Marq.  Oh  1  tbou’rt  an  honeft  Fellow 5  and,  fear  nor,  you 

(hall  be  rewarded  beyond  your  Wifhes; - Corre  in, - - 

I’ll  give  thee  an  Order  for  one  of  mv  beft  Horfes,  becaufe  my 
Servants  (hall  not  (ufpeft  ’tis  for  my  lelf.  Orada  !  get  your  Lady- 
ready,  —  ’us  now  near  Night,  and  it  (hall  be  done  with  fpeed. 

(Exit. 

Ora.  Befure  you  lame  the  Horfe  now  5  for  as  loon as  the  Lit¬ 
ter  has  loft  fight  of the  Marquefs,  we  return  into  the  City,  and 
towards  the  Morning  efcape  in  a  Felucca  already  order’d,— — . 
whilft  the  difeppointed  Marquefi  is  hunting  the  Roads  in  vain. 

Hidew.  Madam,  I  defire  none  of  your  Directions,  I  am  per- 
feft  Mafter  of  my  Trade.  — —  I  cannot  but  think  how  bravely 
I  (hall  maintain  thee.  Girl  :  for  Mony  comes  rowling  in. 

Ora .  Mind  your  Bufineftf  and  think  of  Fooling  afterwards. 

Exeunt 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  Chamber . 

The  Scene  draws ,  and  difeovers  Col .  Peregrine  ufon  a  Bed \  and 

hk  Man  by  hint. 

Col .  I  begin  to  grow  damnable  weary  of  nurfing  up  this  no 
Wound  3  l  wiftr  the  dear  Angel  wou’d  but  come,  and  heal  die 
real  Wound  my  Heart  endures. 

Serv .  Truly  Sir,  I  (hou’d  have  but  Lttle  -Stomach  to  a  ML 
ftrefi,  if  I  were  in  your  circumftances :  — — What-  attempt  to 
Cuckold  2&Spanifh  Governor  in  his  own  Houfe  ' 

Col.  Peace  Coward,  and  fee  who’s  coming. 

Serv.  Sir,  Sir,  ’tis  my  Lord  Governor. 

Col.  Well,  well—- Oh!  oh  !  oh!  Bier 
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Stfflr  Qmmtr  md  Dkg©  }  fatkttftk  i§  Dkg©, 

Gov,  Diego  !  unobfoVd  fecure  that  Sword,  Hat,  and  Per* 
ruque„  * — r-J.fball  have  ufe  fort,  *  ;  ) 

Dreg.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

Col  Oh, oh, oh!  ' 

Gov.  How  d’ye,  Sir  ? 

Col  Oh,  very  bad,*— ~  juft,  juft  fainting. 

Serv*  Pleafe  ye  to  have  fome  Cordial,  Sir  ?  *  ^ 

Col  A  little,  if  ye  will. 

Gov.  And  are  not  you  a  damn’d  difiembling  handlomeToad 

- Aniwer  me  that  now,  — —  anftver  roe  that.  What  1  cor- 

rupt  the  Wife  of  mv  8ofom,  my  Darling  Tittup  !  break  the 

Laws  of  Hofpitality  !  Well, - thou’rt  a  defperate  Fellow, 

i  protcft  3  defign  to  Cuckold  one  that  hopes  to  be  a  Gran¬ 
dee  of  Spain  !  - - -  Abominable,  by  St.  Jaqnes  !  Come,  come, 

get  up  5  your  Wound’s  not  mortal,  I’ll  engage. 

Col  I’r«  fo  confounded,  I  know  not  what  to  lay. 

Serv.  Ay,  I  thought  *twpu’d  come  to  this,  —  Now  fhall  I 
be  tofs’d  in  a  Blanket,  burnt,  drown’d,  hang’d ,! 

Col  Be  quiet,  Rafcal,  and  be  damn’d  •'  > 

Gov .  What,  you’r  out  of  humour,  Sir  !  I  muft  confefs,  ’tisa 
plaguy  difappointment.  Come,  in  fhort.  I’ll  ufe  ye  much  bet¬ 
ter  than  you  ought  to  expedh  Go  with  hade  and  privacy  to 
your  Lodgings,  ^nd  the  Town  fhall  know  nothing  of  the  mat¬ 
ter  :  —  -  Your  Wig  and  other  Accoutrements  (hall  be  lent  after 
ye  3  but  I  muft  ufe  ’em  firft. 

Col  My  Lord,  I  beg  your  Pardon  for  this  Attempt  5  you 
know  ’c  has  been  no  more. 

.  Gov.  Your  Goodwill  was  not  wanting,  thanks  to  your  who¬ 
ring  Stars. 

Col  Xho’  unarm’d,  I  will  not  ftir  from  hence,  if  you  praftife 
a  thoufand  Cruelties  upon  me,  unlels  I  have  your  Promife,that 

you  will  not  hurt  your  Wife.  - - I  have  Honour,  tho’  tJie 

Rules  are  now  tranfgrefs’d.  Nor  can  1  leave  a  Lady  (whom 
my  Love  has  entic’d)  to  the  Relentments  of  a  Spain jh  Husband. 

Gov .  An  Honourable  Dog,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav’d !  by  all  that’s 
iracred,  I  will  not  hurt  her  3  only  fhe  muft  remain  depriv’d  of 

that 
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that  Liberty,  which,  againft  our  Country’s  Cuftom,  l  had  given 
her. 

Col.  That  Lm  forry  for  5  but  cannot  ask  more. 

Gov .  But  I  (hall  ask  you  to  begone.  *•—  Diego  -•get  one  of 
my  clofeft  Chsi-rsfapd  U  him  be  convey’d  home,  as  fick. 

Col.  Oh,  I  cov  ’d  tear  my  Fleftv 

Gov .  No,  no,  faft  and  mortifie  it. 

CfU  I  own  you  generous, but  have  not  the  Heart  to  thank  you* 

Gov.  I  tell  ye  once,  again —  your  Abfence  wiil  beft  exprefs 
your  Acknowledgment. 

Col.  Your  Servant.  'ft... 

Gov .  Oh,  your  very  humble  Servant,  fwect  Friend  in  a  cor¬ 
ner  !  — -* —  Now,  Diego  !  help  to  equip  me.  Exit  CdumL 

Dkg.  My  Lord  ! 

£icv.  The  Perruque,  the  Perruque  block - oh,how^the 

amorous  Rogue  has  perfum’d  it, - the  Pulvil,  Effence,  and 

Powder  o’ercomes  me. 

Dkg.  My  Lord,  may  I  prefume. to  tell  ye, - your  black 

Beard,  and  that  white  Perruque  look  very  difagreeable.  - 

Gov.  No  matter,  the  Curtains  will  hide  that.  — -  Now  go  to 
my  Wife, and  tell  her,  I  am  gone  to  the  Caftlevto  iee  the  Guards 
reliev’d,  and  fhall  (up  there.— Tell  her  al(o,  I  defire  (he  woifd 

vifit  the  wounded  Colonel  m  my  abfence. - Exit  tJiego. 

- Now  I  (hall  find  if  Tittup  knew  the  bottom  on’t,  and 

were  confenting  to  this  Roguery.  [ Throws  himfelfonthe  Bed 
Enter  hk  Lady ,  and  Spy  well  her  Woman. 

Lady .  Oh,  we  are  happy  beyond  what  we  cou’d  expeft ;  my 
Husband  (ups  at  the  Caftle  to  night,  .  yet  I  tremble  every 
Limb  of  me:  — — 2 —  I  fwear  I  love  this  old  Governor,,  and  no¬ 
thing  but-  this  charming  Englrjhntwcotfii  have  tempted  me  (o  • 
break  my  Vows. 

$pyn>.  Madam,  you  walk  and  talk,  you  know  not  where  — 
you  are  in  his  Chamber.  (Goes  towards  hk  Bed , 

Lady.  —  My  Love,  my  Life,  wilt  thou  not  meet  me  ?  there 
is  no  further  need  of  Counterfeiting.  %  , 

( Governor  leaps  up.  and  J hatches  her  Hand. 

Gov* 
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Gov .  Ungrateful  Tittup  / 

His  Lady .  (fhrlcking)  Ah  ! 

Qw.  Hcny  con  Id  ft  thou  ftrve  me  ft)  > 

La4y.  Phogh, I  knew  ’cwasvou,  and  did  -it  on  purpofe  to 
make  )  on  jealous. 

Gov.  A* pies,  a- pies,  no,  no,  you  did  not  know  ’cwas  I:  ~  - 
f  wou’d  be  deceiv’d,  but  cannot. 

■Lady.  Oh,  what  mnft  I  exped  ? 

Gov.  Diego  !  — firft  turn  this  Baggage  out  o’  doors, —  and 
d’ye  hear  Mijjrefs — if  \e  tattle  of  theft  Affairs,  I’ll  have  ye 
poyfon’d, - el  (eye  are  free  and  fafe. 

Spyiv.  Madam,  fare  well  5  I  can’t  excuft  my  ftif. 

Lady.  Now  my  Turn’s  a  coming. 

Gov .  Ahlittup/  whither,  whither  art  thou  fallen? 

Lady.  fyryiitjQTio,  Deary ,  not  fallen,  I  was  but  daggering  — 

„  and  you  caught  me  Deary. 

*  Gov.  For  which.I  humbly  conceive, you  wifh  me hang’d, Deary. 

Lady.  Indeed,  indeed  Deary ,  I’m  giad  my  Honour’s  fafe  5  — - 
f  never  had  an  loclinatiotfbefore,  and  never  will  again,  if  you 
forgive  me. 

Gov.  I’ll  take  care  you  fhall  never  have  another  Opportuni¬ 
ty  5  your  back  Apartments  muft  be  your  Prifbn,  and  an  old 
DiJvegna  your  Companion,  till  Tirpt  and  Agehave  wrought  off 
your  looft  Defires.  No  more  hoity  toity,  — •  no  more  appea¬ 
ring  at  Windows,  —  dining  at  Deary  s  Table,  and  dancing  af¬ 
ter  it  for  Digellion.  —  I  fay.  Tittup,  all  theft  Vanities  muft  be 
forgotten. 

Lady .  Oh!  ftab  me  firft !  Let  me  not  be  a  May-game  to  all 
my  Servants,  who  by  my  Confinement  wou’d  guefi  at  my  DiT 

grace.  You  us’d  to  lwear  you  lov’d  your  Tittup - T  never 

did  a  Fault  before,  but  what  a  Frown  might  punilh —  Now 
let  me  experience  your  boafted  Fondnefi}  and  take  me  to  your 
Heart,  with  kind  relenting  liniles  —  elfe  leave  me  diftra&ed 
on  the  Earth  in  endleis  fears  bemoaning  my  Indiscretion,  and 
your  Cruelty. 

Gov.  '(< atidc .)  1  fid  (  begin  to  mollifie ! 

To  her .  'Oh,  Tittup,  Tittup  !  Thou  haft  been  a  Baggage !  a 

very 
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very  Baggage —  by  the  Honour  of  Spain  ! 

Lady.  I  confefs  I  have  been  frail  —  But  I  will  be  forgiven, 

fo  I  will - HI  hang  about  thy  Neck  *  nor  leave  the  dear 

Place  ’dll  my  Pardon’s  fign’d. 

Gov .  What!  Give  you  again  your  Freedom  to  fee  another 
Colonel,  ^nd  be  again  betray’d  > 

Lady.  No  $  there  is  not  fuch  another  Colonel. 

Gov.  How,  Tittup  ! 

Lady .  Not  fuch  a  Tempter,  fuch  a  Seducer, I  meant. 

Gov.  Thou  pretty  Epitome  of  Womans  weaknefs - 1  dare 

not  truft  thee  — -  Tittup - -  you  rnuft  retire. 

Lady.  Do,  lock  me  ups  and  next  moment  you  are  gone, 

I’ll  hang  my  felf  in  my  own  Garters,  fo  I  will. - -Can  you 

behold  your  Tittup  hang’d?  her  Eyes  gogling,  her  Mouth,  you 
have  bufi'd  fo  often,  gaping  s  and  her  Legs  dai-gling  three 
Yards  above  Ground  ? - This  is  the  Sight  you  muft  expeft. 

Gov.  Oh !  I  can’t  bear  the  thoughts  on't—  Stand  farther 

off - farther  yet - that  I  may  rurti  upon  thee  with  all 

the  vigour  of  Sixteen,  and  clafp  thee  from  fuch  a  Danger - 

Thou  refiftlefs  Ruler  of  a  doting,  fond,  old  Fool !  —  Here— • 

I  forgive  thee - but  if  after  this,  I  catch  ye  daggering, 

expeft  no  Mercy. 

Lady.  By  the  new  Joys,  your  returning  Kindnels  brings  me. 
Ml  die  fir  ft ! 

Gov.  The  World  may  blame  my  Con  dud:  *  but  then - 

they  know  not  Tittup's  Charms  3  the  Power  of  her  Eyes,  and 

Pleafure  of  her  Arms. - I  cannot  raife  my  Voice  to  fing, 

yet - hum! - -  No 3  Gad,  zooks,  ’twon’t  do. 

Lady.  Henceforth 

Good  Humour  [hall  fupply  thy  want  of  Youth , 

Ton  [hall  be  always  kind,  I  full  of  Truth. 

£ Exeunt  hugging. 

SCE  N  E,  a  Hall. 

Enter  Elenora,  and  Ora  da. 

Elen.  Do  we  iucceed,  my  dear  Orada  ? 

Ora .  Beyond  expe&ation,  Madam— within  fome  m  > 
ments,  you  are  in  Camillas  s  Arms. - Hidemll  is  gone  f  r 

G  a 
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a  well' appointed  Litter,  which  wheels  but  round,  whilft  Hide- 
well  plays  Tricks  with  my  Lord  }  and  then  carries  you  to  the 
Englijh  EmbaflfadoiY. 

Elen .  Now  my  Defires  are  Co  near  fulfilling,  I  begin  to  fear 
*cm - — ■  yet  I  know  Camillas  is  Honourable. 

Ora.  All’s  Honourable.  Toe  Houfe  is  Honourable,  the  La¬ 
dy  Honourable  :  Fear  nothing,  but  in,  and  Pray  for  our  Suc- 

cefs  - - I  think  I  hear  my  Lord - —  You  muft  be  fure 

to  (eem  very  unwilling. 

Elen.  Hi  warrant  ye.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Marquefs. 

Marq.  Is  your  Lady  ready  ?  #  , 

Ora.  Yes,  my  Lord.  But,  good  Lord  !  what  a  life  have  I 

had  with  her - * - I  believe  (lie  has  thrown  Fifty  things  at 

my  Head — She  fvvears  fhe  won’t  go  like  a  Thief  in  the  Night. 

Marq .  Oh  !  when  the  Litter  comes,  well  do  well  enough 

for  that - Pil  make  her  go,  or  leave  her  dead  upon  the 

place.* - -  Doft  thou  think  none  of  the  Servants  perceive  our 

Preparations  at  this  Back-door  ? 

Ora.  My  Lord,  there’s  no  Danger — - *tis  Co  far  through 

the  Gardens  5  and  now  we  have  thefe  Apartments,  their  Peo- 
pie  never  come  at  ’em.  Enter  Hidewell. 

'Here comes  my  trufty  Fellow  well !.  haft  goa  Litter  ? 

Hide.  Ay  5  and  by  th’Mefs,  an  able  one  too - -  •  I  worn 

ye  Mon,  afore  day,  we  be  pad  whittling  after. 

Ora.  Friend, you  never  talk’d  to  a  Lord  in  your  life,I  fuppofe. 

Marq.  Pho,  pho!  ’tis  all  well - Is  the  Horfe  for  me 

readv  too  ? 

Hide.  Juft  by  the  Litter,  my  Lord  ! - my  Lord  - - - 

i  fackens  it  faumts  rarely. 

Marq.  Call  Eienora. 

Ora.  I  will  venture - but  Heavens!  how  I  fhall  be  usM  ! 

Q  Exit0  and  Re-enter  with  Eienora. 

- Nay,  Midam,  ’tis  in  vain  difputing  it*  for  you  muft 

and  fhall. 

Hide.  A  vine  Dame,  by  th*  Mefs ! 

Elen.  Commanded  by  my  Slave !  Mcnfter !  whither  doft  thou 

in- 
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intend  to  have  me  at  thi«  dead  hour  of  Night  ?  to  Death,!  hope.! 


Marq.  To  Death,  if  you  refift 


Orada ,  hall  her  along. 


Ora  A  think  I  do  pull  her—  I  believe  her  Arm  will  come  off. 

Hide.  Why  law  ye,  Miftrefs - *  dan’t  be  fo  veard  — — 

Ye  fhall  come  to  no  hort - I  have  had  vine  Vokes  in  my 

Litter  Vore  naw. 

Elen .  Away,  Fool!  leave  hailing  me - —  I  will  go - - 

thou  cruel  Devil! 

Marq .  Come,  P;l  fee  her  in  the  Litter  5  and  then  take  Horfe. 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Marque fs  and  Hidewell. 

Marq .  Sirrah!  Sirrah!  where’s  my  Hor(e  ? 

Hide.  My  Lord  !  my  Lord  ! 

Marq.  Sot !  Dunce !  my  Horle  ! 

Elide .  Why  a —  why  a  — - 1  ty’d  him  to  the  Pales - and 

tis  fo  wauridy  dark  without,  I  cannot  find  him. 

Marq. Fly  and  fearch  !  Bid  the  Litter  go  iofdy  :  1*11  oretake  ’em. 

Hide.  irm  gone,  I’m  gone -  ( Comes  back . )  —  My  Lord, 

muft  I  bring  him  hither  ? 

Marq.  Eternal  Fool !  Call  to  me,  and  I’ll  come  out. 

Hide  flopping.  Lfdfookers!  ’ch’am  zummat  a  veard. 

Marq.  This  Fellow  will  make  me  mad  —  Beaft!  will  ye  ftir  ! 

Hide.  Ch’ave  heard  Vokes  talk  of  Ghofts,  zol  have,  about 
the  Park  Pales. 

Marq.  Raical!  I’ll  make  aGhoft  o’ thee  5  if  thou  doft  not 
go,  or  direft  me,  where  my  Horfe  is. 

Hide.  I  run,  I  run  !  [  Exit.  The  Marqucfs  following  hint. 

Hide  well  crojfes  the  Stage  running:  The  Marquefs  within 
cries ,  Where  are  ye  ? 

Hide .  Til  lead  him  a  Dance - -  Here,  here!  [Exit. 

[  Within.  Here ,  here  ! 

Marq .  A  Pox,  where  ?  [_  The  Marque fs  Entring. 

- Oh!  the  Devil!  \  can't  wag  a  ftep  further!  I  have  loll: 

fight  of  him, and  the  Littery  and  am  lam’d  into  the  Bargain-— 

I  hope  Orada  obferv’d  my  Directions  for  the  Road— -  The  Piifi 
I  gave  ’em,  lets  ’eoa  through  the  City  Gates:  If  this  Fool 

woud  come  once,  I  fhouM  (oon  overtake  ’em.  - - -  Wrfnps, 

Fool!  Are  ye  coming?  G2  Hide 


Hidewell within.  O  Lard !  O  Lard !  ch’am  an  undone,  Mon! 
Ch’am  an  undone,  Mon  ! 

Marq.  What’s  the  matter  .> 

Enter  Hidewell  leaning  on  his  Stick  ;  as  foon  as  he  comes 
in ,  he  falls  down,  and  roars  out. 

Hide.  Oh!  Oh!  Oh! 

Marq.  What  ails  the  Fellow  ?  Where’s  my  Horfe  ? 

Hide.  A  Murrain,  a  Plague  take  your  Horfe - ch’am 

maim’d  for  ever - —  For  getting  up  to  make  hafte,  he  has 

thrown  me,  and  broke  my  Leg.  Oh,  my  poor  Wife  and 

Children  !  they  muft  to  the  Parifh - -  Then  Margery — how 

{he’ll  take  on !  for,  to  zafy  truth,  I  lov'd  her  better  than  my 
Wife - Oh!  Oh!  Oh! 

Marq.  The  Devil  take  thee,  and  all  thy  Family,  for  an  un¬ 
lucky  Dog  !  I  fee,  I  muft  call  up  my  Servants  at  laft.  [Exit. 

Hidewell ,  getting  up.  Farewel,  fweet  Signior  !  for,  by  this 
time,  your  Lady's  in  fafe  Hands.  [  Exit  haflily  finging. 

Enter  the  Marquefs. 

Marq .  Pedro  !  Olonzo  !  Valafco  ! 

Pedro.  Did  you  call,  my  Lord  ? 

Marq.  Yes.  A  Fellow  has  broke  his  Leg - You  muft 

wake  Monlier  Curec/ap,  my  French  Surgeon - and,  Olonzo, 

give  Orders  to  my  Grooms  this  moment, to  prepare  two  Horfes; 
Valafco  (hall  go  with  me. 

Pedro.  My  Lord !  what  Fellow  ?  Where  is  he  ?  Why, here’s 
no  Bcdy ! 

Marq.  ( looking  about. j  Gone !  Hell  and  Furies  /  A  Plot  upon 
my  Honour,  my  Life,  my  Wife,  my  Eftate !  Murder!  Murder ! 
Saddle  all  my  Horfes ;  get  what  Friends  Money  will  purchafe ; 
Tearch  every  Road - my  Eftate !  my  Wife !  Hell  and  Dam¬ 

nation  / 


Enter  Governour,  with  a  Fetter  in  his  hand :  His  Lady , 
Diego,  and  Servants . 

Gov.  So  /  the  Cry’s  up  agen - but  Heaven  be  thanked, 

’tis  almoft  over  now — What’s  the  matter,  my  Lord  Marquefs  ? 
Marq.  Ruin’d,  undone  for  ever !  My  Wile’s  Run  away ! 
\j>dy.  How !  Run  away !  That’s  worfe  than  I,  Deary. 

Gov. 
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Gov.  I  know  not :  ’Tis  according  as  you  prove,  Tittup  ~r~ 
A  bad  Wife’s  better  loft  than  found. 

j '.My-  Unkind  Deary. 

Marq.  My  Lord,  burying  all  Animofities,  I  beg  you  wan’d 
affift  me  now.  I  (ball  run  mad —  my  Wife,  nay  more,  a  great 
F. Irate,  loft !  loft ! 

Gov.  My  Lord,  yoi^muft  be  pacify’d - I've  ill  News  to 

tell  you - there’s  a  Letter  fent  me  from  Rome,  by  the  Car¬ 

dinal  Patron  of  Spain ,  that  you  ftole  a  Young  Lady,  firmly 
contracted  to  a  Noble  Roman  Count :  Alfo  His  Majefty’s  Order 
to  put  the  Lady  in  a  Monaftery,  till  your  Caufe  is  try’d. 

Marq.  I’ll  Hang  my  felf !  I’ll  Drown  my  felf !  HI  Bury  my 
felf  alive !  Dogs,  \  Whelps !  get  me  Cords,  Knives,  Poyfon, 
Sword,  and  Fire.  [  Exit  Raving. 

Gov.  The  Man’s  diftracted  —  Diego, after.;  and  perfwade  him. 

Lady.  ’Tis  a  juft  Judgment  on  him,  Deary,  for  being  fa 
Jealous. 

Gov.  Ay,  Tittup ;  when  Women  never  give  any  caufe,  y  . 
know,  Tittup. 

Lady.  Hump  / 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Sir,  my  Lord  CamiUus  fends  to  give  you  an  Account, 
that  he  ex  pc 'Is  the  Lady  Elenora  at  the  EnglifL  Embaflador  s. 
He  hears,  by  an  Exprefs,  your  Honour  has  Orders  from  the 
King  relating  to  her ;  to  which  he  willingly  fubmits. 

Gov.  An  honeft  Lad, by  tire  Honour  of  Spain - Tell  him, 

Friend,  I'll  wait  on  him  immediately  at  the  Embafiador’s. 

lady.  Deary.  [  Exit  Gentleman. 

Gov.  What  now  /  That  begging  look’s  put  on  for  fomething. 

Lady.  Let  me  go  with  you,  and  fee  the  Embaftador’s  Lady, 
and  the  Marchionefs,  and - 

Gov.  —  And  the  English  Colonel.  Ha/  why,  Tittup ,  canft 

thou  look  me  in  the  Face,  and  ask  this  ? - By  the  Honour 

o {  Spain,  I  believe  this  Hoity,  Toity  will  defire  me  to  admit 
him  for  her  Gallant. 

Lady.  Truly,  Deary,  if  the  Colonel  is  there,  you  (ball  hear 
me  charge  him,  never  to  fee  me  more. 

I  Get*. 
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Xjov.  A  nfcw  way,  Tittup /  to  go  into  a  man’s  Company,  to 
forbid  him  your  fight !  Come-  -  thou  fha’t  along  /  and— — - 
ilf  with  Horns  my  Kjndnefs  thou  doji  repay, 

Sings.  <  M  Pumjfi  thee  fome  unknown,  uncommon  way, 
l  Nor  hear  white* re  thy  Charming  Tongue  can  fay  . 
SCENE  changes  to  the  Englifh  EmbaJJador's. 

Camillus  meeting  Elenora  and  Omda  :  Runs  and 
Embraces  Elcfiora. 

Cam.  IVjy  EknOrd  /  art  thou  here  !  do  I  hold  thee  faff,  thou 
choicelt  Bfeffing  of  rrtyYouth 1  ? 

Elen.  Witnefs  tny  Heart,  which  ffrOngly  beats,  how  much 
Pm  pleas’d  in  my  Cairn  dux's  Arms/  But,  Oh  /  I  blufh,  when  I 
remember  I  am  another’s  Wife. 

Cam.  No  mbre  o‘that ;  the  Cardinal’s  my  Friend,  and  Las 
promisd  a  Divorce  immediately —  Therefore  Crown  my  Joys 
V^fith  Smiles,  and  forget  palt  Dangers.  -  / 

Elen.  I  can  fay  only  this :  I  love  ye - 

Cam.  And  not  defending  Angels,  With  all  their  Heavenly 

Tunes,  coif d  Charm  like  that  dear  found/ - fafe  in  a  iVlona- 

ftery  thou  fhalt  remain,  till  the  Difpute  is  ended.  And  then — 
Oh/  thou  bleft  Charmer —  then  all  my  Sufferings  fhall  be  li¬ 
berally  paid ;  and  ‘longing  Love  Revel  in  Feaffs  of  unutterable 
Delight.1-- — — -  Notart  thou  forgot,  dear  Orada,  but,  whilft 
f  have  Life,  ihaH  be  usd  like  a  Friend,  and  Miftrefs  of  my 
Fortunes. 

Or  ad.  I  humbly  thank  your  Honour,  and  heartily  rejoice  at 
niy  good  Lady’s  Happinefs. 

Car#?  'Poor  fUdewell  l  - — r  I  hope  he  is  in  fafety-.  - — • 

Enter  Hide  well. - 

Hftkw.  ^  Yes  ^  and  here,  at  your  Honours  fervice,  --  the/  I  have 
hada  broken  Leg,  and  two  or  threeuther  Misfortunes,  —  but  all  s 
well  now,  and  {  can  dance  for  joy. 

Cam.  Thou  art  a  witty  Rogue, and  henceforward  fha’t  ha*  no 
occakon  to  expofe  thy  fetf,  -  fll  provide  for  tliee  like  a  Gentleman. 

Hidtw.  Pm  your  ready  Slave,  - —  D’  ye  hear  that,  Mrs.  Scornful ? 
{To  Ovada)  how  d’  yedike  my  Parts  and  Perfon  now  f 

Ora.  Troth  i*ve  feen  fo  mtvC-h  between  my  Lady  and  the  Count, 
that  my  Mouth  aim  oft:  waters*  m  -  ” 

Nidcw.  We  [hall  loon  agree,  1  find. 


Cam* 
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Cam.  My  dear  Elenoraythc  Amballador’s  Lady  fends  A  Lady  enters 
word,  her  Husband  is  gone  for  a  few  days  to  hunt*:  fhe  and  whi/pers 
is  very  ill,  but  that  all  things  in  her  Houle  are  at  your  Camillas. 

fervice. 

Elen .  To  morrow  I’ll  wait  on  her. 

Enter  Colonel  Peregrine. 

Cam.  Oh,  my  dear  Friend  !  here  s  the  lovely  Prize,  which  fo  well 
deferves  the  Pains  I  have  taken.  * 

Co!.  Achaiming  Lady  !  -- — ■  My  Lord,  you  arefnappy  man. 

Cam.  How  goes,your  affair, and  what’s  become  of  the  obliging  Friar  ? 

Col.  Nay,  Heaven  knows !  the  Story  is  too  long  to  te.i  *,  only  this: 
I  found  the  old  Lord  generous,  and  refolve  to  attempt  his. Wife  no 
more.  -  % 

Cam.  I’m  glad  on’t  —  in  your  Age  you  never  will  repent  an  un¬ 
committed  Sin.# 

Eltn.  That  Governor  s  Lady  feem  d  a  pretty  good-humour'd  Crea¬ 
ture  ^  therefore^  my  Tyrant,  let  me  fee  her  but  once* 

Enter  Friar  Andrew,  bis  Clothes  torn ,  and  covered  with  Dirt  y  and 
his  Face  jcratclTd. 

Cam.  Who  have  we  here !  Oh  Heavens!  Father  Andrew  ? 

Col.  What !  my  He&or  thus  us'd  ! 

Hidexv.  What  has  befaln  thee,  oh  thou  weak  Brother  ? 

Fri.  (angrily)  What  has  befaln  me  !  you  may  behold  what  has  befaln 

me  ^  Diut,  Wounds,  and  Difgrace. - The  Ladies  may  live  in  Rat- 

T  raps,  or  dye  o  the  Pips,  for  Kather'AndrewsAfliftance  again. 

Hidexv.  Look,  forward  Undertake  and  wretched  Ferffermer,  there 
the  Lady  ftands,  deliver’d  by  rue'!  *  - 

Elen.  My  Lord,  is  not  this  tfre  Friar  brought  your  firJft  Letter^ftet 
I  was  married;  whom  the  Mauquefe  caught  and  abus’d  ? 

Cam.  ThelSTjft,  Madaiji*  .  ^ 

Hidexv.  I  faid  he  had  unfortunate  lines, biit  he  wou’d  take  no  warnings 

Elen.  Not  to^encourage  any  thing  that’s  ill,  but  tj^ca^fe  .you  have 
fuffer’d  in  my  Caufe,  there’s  a* Cordial  will  revive  tj^e  Heartland  wafh 
out  a]]  Stains.  *•  '[Givesjrinta  Ptyfe  of  Cold. 

Col.  For  me  you  hav^rfuSjfr’d  too  -7  an^bgg  you,  vwu’d  ' accept  of 
this,  ^  ^  *  ,  [Giveshitn  A;ore. 

FT.  Spite  of  Vows9in  this  Necdlit*f  there's  no  refuting  fufih  a  favor. 

Cam.  Come,  Father,  cheer  up  your  felf,  have  tegourfc  to^yout  old 
Friend  Mai  P41  provide  for  ye,  that  you  fhall  go  thro  no  more 
Dangers.  W*  ■  •;  *■;.  ' 

Fit.  B> [St.  Dominicl7 1  had  not  need*:,  for  I  have  almoff  loll*  my 
Life  in  this.  Enter  a  Servant. 

Scrv.  Sir,  <he  Governor  of  BarceUona  is  come  to  wait  on  ye. 
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*  Cam.  Godsmc  in.  Father  !  you  wou’d  not  fee  him,  I  ftppofe. 

Fri.  See  him!  I  d  looner  fee  the  Devil :: —  WeH,  I’ll  get  a  pretty 
Wench  to  wafh  me  without,  and  good  (lore  of  Malaga  within,  and 
try  to  forget  paft  Sorrows.  Exit. 

Enter  Governor  and  his  Lady ,  Arm  in  Arm . 

Gov  My  Lord,  your  Servant.  . .  ,  . 

**  Gam.  Yours  in  ail  Obedience. 

Gov.  frfitlgy-  -Yonder  he  ftands,— the\)gling  ROguc  !  I  thought 
fo.  — —  MjnSbrd  Camillas,  before  I  talk  to  you^pray  give  me  leave 
for  fome  few  words  with  that  Gentleman. 

Cam .  With  my  Heait. 

Gov.  Sir  1  .  & 

Col.  My  Lord!  r 

Gov.  Nay,o*th’  t  other  fide,  if  you  pleafe,——  Now,  Tittup,  {peak 
what  you  promis'd.  0  ^ 

Lady.  Colonel  Peregrine,  ray  Lord  has  been  fo.good  to  forgive  me 
what  is  paft  •,  and  I  defire,  for  the  future,  as  you  are  a  Gentleman, 
"y&U  woujdy  affair  this  n%ht,  never' fee  me  more.  > 

.  Col.  Madam,  I  obey’ 

Gov.  And  d’ye  bear,—  if  ye  prove  a  Man  of  Honour,  about  Three- 
fcore  Years  hence  I  may  leave  y c  Tittrp  for  a  Legacy,  and  abundance 

of  Wealth,  a  World  of  Wealth,  by  the  Honour  of  Spain. - Nay, 

*tis  worth  flaying  for. 

Col.  Threefcore  years  hence,  quotha  !  •  , 

Ggv»*  Now,  my  Lqvd  Camillas,  to  you  andthe  Lady.  {rf%cy  go  a fde. 

HiJew.  1  wi(h  we  had  fomeJMufick,--  iince  our  Succefs,  I  can’t  keep 
my  Heels  on  the  Ground.  *  -  . 

Col.  If  the  Company  agree  to  it,  I  can  procure  my  Lord  Ambafla- 
doiPs,  and  fendjfcrmy  own.  % 

Hide™.  I’ll  motion  it  prefently. 

Elen.  Ifrcely'fobflftitjand  will  retire  to  Yvbat  Monaftery  you  appoint, 
1  hopS  ipy future Condufr will  ^tisfie  the  Wojjd  oftmy  Innocency, 

Cam.,  Anddfine,  of  my  Faith  andConflancy . 

Coi  Whafcfeft  ye  now  to  Mu  Tick  anApancing  ?  HideweH  longs. 

Souithis  isa  Jubileeylft^h  I’ll  keep  whilft  I’ve  life. 

*Ekn.  are  we  leciffN-  . 

\  ‘  Gov.  fear  not:  Madam  ;  m^Guftrds.  furrofind  the  Honfe,  —  and  am 

*  "  '**"/  {TEy  ft. 

i pgf'jnd  Vances  “  Them  over,  th&*Company  $omt±  forward  , 

,  'Gr<a*nffs  wa*  the  Attendant  of  mv  Birth  } 

Ear  Love  gjv^sjnejlcavcn  upon  J^arth. 

Tnefe  Comforts  my  JUe*or d  doe*  impart : 
joy  to  my  fc.  cs  facet  Haptures  to  my  Heart.  i 

Cw.  Like  you.  here  Aaiute  a  happy  Man  j 

Ami  Til  keep  my  JiffafS - that  is,  if  I  can 

J  J  N  J  S.  \ 


